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        One date. Wrong match.

      

      

      When the raven-haired beauty popped up on my phone as a match, I had to have her. She became a fast obsession, one I couldn't get out of my head. Our first date was a disaster. But when it came to sex, we made sense. So, we came up with an arrangement—sex with no strings attached.

      Everything was working out until she became my new employee. I was supposed to train her, show her the ropes. But she made it impossible to stay away. The closer we worked, the more I realized maybe we were the perfect match. She just didn't know it yet.
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      SLOAN

      

      My cell phone dings with another match. I slide my finger along the screen to open the app and stare at Ava’s picture. Long black hair, denim-colored eyes, pale skin, and nice, plump lips stare back at me. She’s a twenty-six-year-old student from New York who recently relocated to Philadelphia.

      Her profile ends with a line that makes me laugh. “If you’re looking for a good time, call 867-5309.” Like the song by Tommy Tutone. How clever. That wouldn’t work on everyone, but it sure does with me. Ava is not only beautiful and smart, she’s also funny. I like her.

      After I click the button to verify our match, it seems like hours before my phone dings again with Match accepted. I suck in a deep breath, thinking of something interesting to say. Nothing comes to mind.

      Me: Hey! Nice profile. I tried to call the number, but it was busy.

      I clutch the phone in my hand and wait, watching as the chat bubble pops up. She’s typing. Thirty seconds later a message appears.

      Ava: The second I hang up with one guy another calls. You wouldn’t believe all the calls I get.

      Me: Funny girl.

      Ava: I amuse myself.

      Me: I’m entertained. Dinner this Friday?

      Ava: Depends. Are you a serial killer?

      Me: Only on the weekends.

      Ava: I guess we should change our dinner until Monday then. Just in case.

      Me: We could move it up to Thursday. I get tired after all those kills.

      Ava: At least you’re not boring.

      Me: Did I pass the test?

      Ava: I guess. You’re a doctor, right?

      Me: A surgeon. So, dinner this week?

      Ava: As long as you’re not the Hannibal Lecter kind of doctor and plan to surgically remove my kidneys.

      I shake my head, laughing, and type out a quick reply.

      Me: You’ve got a thing for serial killers, huh?

      Ava: You have no idea the kind of dates I have been on lately. A girl’s gotta have standards.

      Me: Like not getting eaten.

      Ava: Lol at least not in that kind of way.

      Ooh, she’s dirty. I like it.

      Before I can respond, another message comes through.

      Ava: How about drinks? The Fountain Lounge at seven on Thursday. Dinner afterward if you’re lucky.

      Me: Perfect. See you then.

      I slip the phone back into my lab coat and stroll into Dr. Foster’s office, surprised to find the Chief of Surgery sitting next to him.

      Chief Swanson extends his hand, telling me to sit in the chair next to him. “Chief,” I say to him, and then look at Dr. Foster, who’s sitting behind an old oak desk. “Dr. Foster. Is everything okay?”

      “Nothing major, Dr. Hart,” Chief Swanson says to me. “Dr. Foster is taking a medical leave of absence to have posterior tibialis tendon surgery.”

      “I wouldn’t call that something minor.”

      “At least it’s not my hand,” Dr. Foster says with a polite grin. “I will be out for the next three months. Chief Swanson asked me who I thought would make an excellent interim Residency Program Director, and you were the first doctor that came to mind.”

      I take a seat next to the Chief, unsure of how to respond. Surgery is my life, but am I ready to train surgeons?

      “As you are aware,” Chief Swanson says, staring at me, “I am retiring at the end of the year. Taking over for Dr. Foster while he’s on leave could help further your career.”

      In other words, train new surgeons and you have a shot at making Chief. Got it.

      “Yes, I’ve heard,” I tell him.

      “Think of the next three months as a probationary period to see how you run a team of surgeons,” the Chief continues. “You might find that you like having a more authoritative role.”

      I hold out my hand for Chief Swanson to shake. “Thank you for the opportunity.” Then, I extend my hand to Dr. Foster. “Thank you for thinking of me. It means a lot coming from you.”

      Chief Swanson stands and slaps his hand on my shoulder. “Make us proud, Dr. Hart. Your future is depending on this going well with the residents.”

      I peek up at him and force a smile. “I won’t let you down.”

      “Good to hear it.”

      Chief Swanson says his goodbyes to us, before exiting the office, leaving me wondering what the hell just happened. I have a date with a beautiful raven-haired vixen and a new job that could one day earn me the title of Chief of Surgery. Overall, this is not a bad day.
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      AVA

      

      After I unpack the last cardboard box, I lay back on the mattress in my new bedroom. Moving from New York to Philadelphia with Stacey was easy. My father paid for all of our moving expenses. All we had to do was unbox our things.

      Stacey Carlyle, my friend since my first year of medical school, walks into my room with a loud sigh, announcing her presence. She plops on the bed next to me and drops my cell phone into my lap.

      “You have a date tomorrow night. You’re welcome.”

      I sit up and turn to her, confused. “No, I don’t.”

      “As of an hour ago, you are meeting a surgeon for drinks and maybe dinner tomorrow night at the Fountain Lounge.”

      I narrow my eyes at her. “What did you do?”

      “Trying to help you out of your funk. I was afraid your lady bits would dry up if you didn’t get yourself some action. I talked to him earlier on the dating app I signed you up for last night.”

      I slide my thumb across the screen to open my phone to a picture of a man named Sloan. Cute name. Sexy man. But I don’t date doctors.

      “You know how I feel about doctors, Stace. How could you do this to me?”

      “He’s hot. Who cares what he does for a living? You don’t have to marry him. Just meet him for a drink and maybe use him to blow the dust out of your cooch.”

      I stare at the picture of a man with dark brown hair that sweeps over his forehead. He has green eyes so dark they remind me of emeralds against his tanned skin. Maybe I can make an exception for Sloan.

      “What did you say to him?”

      She holds her hand over her mouth and chuckles. “You don’t want to know.”

      I shove the phone at her. “Show me.”

      “Why are you so technology illiterate?”

      “I have no problem using medical equipment,” I remind her.

      “While that may be true, you still have no clue how to use a digital camera or Facebook.”

      “Facebook is just not for me. What can I say?”

      “That’s because you’re anti-social.”

      I roll my eyes at her. “I’m not interested in videos of cats and how to make a no-bake cake, and digital cameras have too many buttons and options. I miss the days where you just point and shoot.”

      She chuckles. “You’re impossible, Ava. I swear you remind me of my grandmother. That’s why I did you a favor and set you up with this delish doctor.”

      I suck in a deep breath and let it out. “I still can’t believe you. What am I supposed to wear to this date? I haven’t worn more than scrubs and pajamas since I started medical school.”

      Stacey slides off the bed, extending her hand to help me up. “Time to go shopping in my closet. I have the perfect dress for you.”

      I let out a frustrated groan. “Ugh, you expect me to wear a dress?”

      “Of course I do. Get your shit together, woman. If you ever want to get laid again, you need to put on a bra that pushes up your tits instead of those frumpy sports bras you’ve been wearing. Maybe shave your legs. That would be a good start. He doesn’t need to brush up against a cactus. And makeup. I am going to make you look like your old self. The girl I met four years ago was hot. Let’s find her.”

      I follow behind Stacey out of my bedroom and into hers. She tears apart her closet until she finds a strapless black dress that stops mid-thigh and a pair of red heels. Stacey hands them to me with a smile.

      “You’re all set. Now, go shave, pluck, and whatever else you need to womanscape. This guy is expecting the person he saw in the picture, not the worn-out med student who hasn’t straightened her hair in over a year.”

      I tug at the high, messy ponytail on top of my head and sigh. “A guy should like me for me. All of this is stupid. I don’t get online dating.”

      Stacey gives me a disapproving look. “Knock it off, Ava. You are going on this date with McDreamy’s twin, okay? No bullshit. I am doing you a favor. You need this. Once we start our residency on Monday, our lives belong to Penn General. This is our last chance for freedom. Thursday through Sunday morning we are partying our asses off, starting with your date with the hot doc.”

      I force a smile, even though I know she’s right. The last guy I dated was about eighteen months ago, and that was a complete train wreck. He tried to steal my hospital badge to get into the pharmacy to sell pills. I have never had the best taste in men. My radar is broken when it comes to picking potential mates. Maybe I am better off having Stacey choose men for me on some dating app.

      Either way, I have to go tomorrow night. I can’t back out now. What do I have to lose?

      [image: ]
* * *

      The Fountain Bar is a lounge inside the Fountain Club, a brand-new luxury hotel located in downtown Philadelphia. They have a steakhouse that occupies the first and second floor, with guest rooms on the upper floors, and a bar on the ground floor, to the right of the front desk. I have no problem spotting the lounge when I walk into the brightly-lit space.

      Everything looks expensive, from the white marble floors to the glass windows that span from floor to ceiling, showing off the city skyline. The view is impeccable, unlike any other hotel in this part of town. At least Sloan has good taste. Well, I think this was Stacey’s idea to meet here. Of course, she would choose a place this expensive. She likes to make men pay for the pleasure of her company with their American Express cards.

      I run a hand down the front of the black dress Stacey picked out for me and take a big breath, letting it out as I step inside the bar. My eyes scan the room for a few seconds before landing on the gorgeous man from his dating profile. Sloan is at the bar, his body slightly angled toward the door. He’s dressed in a black suit, his jacket open, and the top buttons of his white oxford unbuttoned. A silver tie hangs loose at his neck, as if he was playing with it and would rather ditch it all together.

      I stroll over to Sloan, nervous, my body set on fire the closer I get to him. What if he doesn’t like me? What if the picture Stacey painted of me is nothing like what he was expecting? The idea of online dating and meeting strangers scares the crap out of me. I prefer the old-fashioned way, even though that hasn’t worked out too well for me in the past.

      Sloan hears me approach and turns on his stool to face me. His eyes travel from my face to my legs and back up to my face. He smiles so wide it reaches up to his green eyes. Up close, the color of his irises has me so entranced I can’t help but stare.

      “Ava?” Sloan asks.

      I nod. “Yep, that’s me, and you must be Sloan.”

      He stands to pull out a bar stool for me. “What are you drinking?”

      We take our seats, and I contemplate his question. “I haven’t drank in a while. Umm…What’s good here?”

      “Are you not supposed to drink?”

      I shake my head. “No, it’s nothing like that. I just never have time to do anything fun. School takes up most of my time.”

      “I know all about that,” he says. “I spent four years working on my undergrad, then another four in medical school, and seven for my surgical residency.”

      “That’s a lot of school,” I tell him. Changing the subject, I say, “I’ll have a Heineken. It’s been a long time since I had a beer. I kind of miss it.”

      I never like to talk about my background because of my father. Because Sloan is a doctor in this city, he knows my dad. Everyone knows Dr. Lawrence Roberts, the top cardiothoracic surgeon in the state. My dad is legendary and an idol to most surgeons. He invented his own methods that made him a superstar in his field from an early age.

      At least Stacey had enough sense to leave medical school out of my profile and kept it to full-time student. The last thing I need is another fanboy who wants an introduction. I’m curious if he works at the same hospital as my father but am too afraid to ask.

      Sloan takes the beer from the bartender and slips it into my hand, making a point to touch my skin. Tiny bumps dot on my flesh from his warmth. All too aware of our closeness, I push my chair back. Sloan seems to notice, his body tightening in response.

      Shit, I already made this awkward.

      He turns to drink from the pint of beer he ordered, avoiding eye contact with me. Unsure of what to do, I place my hand on Sloan’s thigh and move into him. The further I slide my hand up his leg, I feel him tense beneath me.

      Before I realize what I’m doing, my mouth is only inches from his. Our lips are almost touching.

      “Wanna get out of here?” he asks me, covering my hand with his.

      An awkward pause passes between us, where we stare into each other’s eyes, breathing against the other’s skin.

      “Uh-huh,” I mutter, at a loss for words.

      What have I gotten myself into?
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      AVA

      

      For a second, I stop to think about Stacey and our conversation last night about having a few more days left of freedom. We become surgical interns at Penn General on Monday. I need one night of mind-blowing sex with a hot doctor to make up for the years I will miss out on having any fun.

      My father had told me stories about sleeping on gurneys in crowded hallways between his shifts as a resident, long before I ever got my acceptance letter to Columbia University, his alma mater. I did the same thing as him a fair share of times while I was in medical school, shifting between the university and my clinical requirements at the hospital.

      Sloan leads me by the hand out of the bar and to the front desk in the lobby. This must be why Stacey chose this place for our date. That sneaky little bitch. Her plan worked.

      The woman at the desk eye-fucks the shit out of Sloan, and I try not to roll my eyes. She leans over the counter, shoving her boobs together, as she looks up at him. The woman hands Sloan a piece of cardboard that contains two plastic key cards for our room. He guides me toward the elevators with his hand on my lower back. It’s not too late to change my mind.

      I should turn around and run out the door before the car opens for us. But it’s too late. I already committed to sleeping with a man I just met. I want to go through with this. What is wrong with me? Who does stuff like this? For years, I was too busy with school to care much about dating.

      I always figured I would worry about a relationship once I settled down with my career. The only issue is that I have seven more years until the end of my surgical residency. I cannot wait that long to have a life or to have sex again. Eighteen months is long enough.

      We get inside the elevator, the car vacant and mirrored floor to ceiling. Sloan pushes the button for the twentieth floor.

      “I don’t normally do stuff like this,” I admit. “I want you to know that before we go through with this.”

      He chuckles. “It’s cute how nervous you are around me. We don’t have to do anything if this makes you uncomfortable. I’m not in the habit of forcing women to have sex with me.”

      I peek up at him. He’s at least eight inches taller than me, even in Stacey’s heels.

      “I’m the one who initiated it,” I confess.

      “But you’ve changed your mind?”

      I shake my head. “Nope, not at all. I just wanted you to know that I’m not some whore who jumps into bed with strangers all the time. This is legit my first time.”

      “We don’t have to do this,” he tells me, taking a step back from me.

      “I want to.” I slide my fingers up his arm, staring up at him.

      He flashes a closed-mouth smile that reaches up to his eyes.

      The car opens to our floor with a loud ding that causes me to jump. I step out of the elevator and into the tiled foyer. Sloan comes up to my side, hooks his arm through mine, and escorts me down the long hall to our room. He sticks the white key card into the slot, waits until the light turns green, and then pushes open the door.

      Moment of truth. Can I go through with having sex with a hot stranger? I look up at him, as if I need a reason to have sex with this yummy hunk of man. He closes and locks the door behind us, my anxiety now kicking up another notch.

      Sloan comes up from behind me and sets his hands on my hips, pulling my back into his chest. He’s hard and digging his erection into my ass cheek. Dipping his head down to kiss my neck, he moves his hands up to my breasts, cupping them over my dress. I am so done. My nipples harden from his simple touch. There’s no way I can walk away now.

      He unzips me, his fingers on my skin, sending a chill down my spine as he helps me out of my clothes. The dress drops to the floor at my feet, leaving me exposed, bared to a man I don’t even know. Everything about this night is uncharacteristic for me. Even my dating profile wasn’t me.

      My bra and panties are next, falling to the carpet along with my dress. Sloan spins me around so that our eyes meet, and appraises every inch of my naked body. He flicks his tongue across his bottom lip, his subtle gesture dampening my panties.

      “You’re perfect,” he says, twisting my nipple between his fingers.

      I moan from his touch. “No, I’m not.”

      But I will be whatever he wants as long as he keeps using his hands like this.

      Sloan sucks on my bottom lip, his fingers tugging on my nipples, before he sweeps his tongue into my mouth. My body grows warmer from each flick of his tongue, each pinch of my swollen buds that hurt from his rough touch. He’s aggressive with me, but not so much that it bothers me. It has been far too long since the last time I had sex. I need this.

      Our mouths separate long enough for Sloan to guide me to the bed and bend me over the edge of the mattress. I place my palms on the comforter and glance over my shoulder at him to watch him undress. Dark tattoos cover parts of his chest, wrap around his biceps, and spread down to his forearms. He’s not like any of the doctors I know, who are more on the conservative side. After throwing his clothes on the floor, he tears open a condom and slides it down his length with a wild hunger in his eyes.

      “So wet for me,” he says, sliding his finger along my slick folds. His hand separates my thighs further, allowing him easy access.

      I suck in a ragged breath and moan his name. He leans over me, massaging my clit with one hand and my breast in the other. His cock rubs against my inner thigh, and the closer he brings me to my climax, I wish he would take me from behind.

      “Fuck me,” I choke out. “Please.”

      I never thought I would resort to begging, but I need to feel this man inside me.

      He breathes against the shell of my ear, giving me goose bumps that spread down my arms. “You going to beg?”

      “If that’s what it takes.”

      “Flip over,” he says.

      I do as he asks and scoot my butt along the mattress until I reach the center of the bed. His eyes have a palpable hunger in them when he looks at my pussy. By the time he climbs on the bed with me, I’m so wet and impatient that I grab his hand and shove two of his fingers inside me. I tighten my grip on his fingers and he works harder, moving faster. He can tell I am close.

      I tremble beneath him, my muscles clenching as an orgasm rocks through me. Once he withdraws his fingers, he fists his cock. Positioned between my legs, he eases into me slowly, giving me time to adjust to his size. My body relaxes along with his, and then he picks up the pace and grips my hips. He fucks me—just like I had asked.

      Sloan lifts one of my legs over his shoulder and pushes further inside me. I tighten my grip on him, a brush of heat spreading from my cheeks to my toes, as an intense orgasm builds. He shows no sign of completion, pumping faster with each thrust, beads of sweat trickling down his forehead. We lock eyes, another earth-shattering orgasm dominating my body. He thrusts into me a few more times before he leans down to kiss me, slow and passionate. After Sloan leaves a trail of kisses along my chest, he slides out of me, still hard and ready for more.

      “Wow,” I say, gasping for air. I tilt my head to the side and peek over at Sloan. “That was…Just wow!”

      He smirks. “Want to join me in the shower?”

      I nod, as if there were any doubt.
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      SLOAN

      

      The next morning, I wake with Ava curled up next to me, wondering how to go about handling this situation. We never even talked, other than a few words exchanged at the bar, before I bent her over this bed. I did the same a few more times before we crashed three hours ago. One-night stands are awkward. I have a love-hate relationship with them for obvious reasons.

      I slide my legs off the bed, grab my pants from the floor, and remove my cell phone from the pocket. Several missed calls from the hospital flash on the screen along with two new messages from my best friend, Wyatt Summers, about his bachelor party tomorrow night.

      I get dressed in a hurry, glancing over my shoulder at Ava. She stirs in the bed, the sheets wrapped tightly around her naked body.

      “Morning,” she says, wiping the sleep from her eyes.

      “Morning. I have to get to work. You can sleep here until the checkout at ten if you like.”

      Ava sits up, taking the sheet with her, and pulls her legs into her chest. With her back propped up against the headboard, she leans her head to the side and looks at me. She’s gorgeous, and for a second, I want to be greedy and have her again. But I think better of it. I have to run home, shower, and get back to the hospital to meet with the Chief again.

      “No, that’s okay. I need to leave, too.” She drops the sheet on the bed and stands up to look for her clothes, giving me a magnificent view of her naked body. “Have you seen my dress?” She glances around the room until she spots it on the floor next to me.

      I pick it up for her, and she rushes over to me to take it from my hand. I want to touch her. Her nipples are the perfect shade of pink and pointed right at me. I want to close my mouth over them and suck until she moans my name again. Now, I’m hard and annoyed that I have to leave. Fuck. One-night stands are supposed to be easy. So, why don’t I want to go?

      “Do you want to do this again?” I ask her, now realizing how dumb that sounds.

      “I start a new job on Monday. I won’t have much time for dating.” She slips into her dress and turns around for me to zip her up.

      “We don’t have to date,” I counter. “We could keep it casual.”

      She spins around to face me and fixes her hair over her shoulders by using her fingers as a comb. “Just sex? No strings attached.”

      I nod. “I’m afraid that’s about all I have time for now that I’ve gotten a promotion.”

      Ava holds onto my arm as she shoves her foot into one heel and then the other. “Yeah, that works for me. I’ve never done this before. How do we do this?”

      “We can start by texting. I can let you know when I’m free, and you can do the same.”

      “This weekend would be good,” she says, bending down to retrieve her purse from the carpet. “It’s kind of my last weekend of freedom for a while. My friend is dragging me to a club called The Sixth Floor. Have you heard of it?”

      “Yeah. My friends love it there. They have cage dancers and themed nights.”

      “My friend signed us up for the amateur dance night they’re having on Saturday. I’m sure that will be super embarrassing for me. Feel free to stop by and witness my public humiliation.”

      For the first time since we met last night, the girl I messaged with finally appears. The girl behind the chat message was funny, whereas the woman I met in her place seemed nervous and closed off until she slid her hand up my thigh.

      I smile at her. “I wouldn’t miss it. I’ll be out that night for my friend’s bachelor party. We’re doing a bar crawl, so it might take a while to get to The Sixth Floor, but I’ll make sure we end up there.”

      She flashes a polite grin and tucks her purse under her arm.

      We check the room one last time to make sure we have all of our stuff before we exit and head to the elevator bank at the end of the hall. Ava pushes the button to call a car, and then steps back to stand next to me. Peeking up at me, she bites her bottom lip.

      “We don’t have to make this weird,” I tell her. “If you don’t want to meet up again, you don’t have to.”

      The elevator opens on our floor, and we step inside.

      “No, I want to.” Ava brushes her fingers against mine as if to reassure me. “I had fun last night. We should do it again.”

      We step off the elevator to a crowd of people moving throughout the bustling hotel lobby. For a second, we break apart to make room for a family of six, and then Ava is back again at my side.

      A bellhop holds open the door for us, and we step outside to the sun glaring in our eyes.

      I raise my hand up to my forehead and look at Ava. “Do you need a ride?”

      She shakes her head and pulls a set of keys from her purse. “Nope. I parked my car in the lot across the street.”

      “You know they have valet parking at the hotel, right?”

      She laughs. “We can’t all be doctors who can afford the thirty dollars to have someone park our car.”

      Unsure of how to respond without sounding like a rich jerk, I offer her a closed-mouth smile.

      I hand the man at the valet stand on the sidewalk the ticket from my wallet. He reads the ticket, tells me to wait here, and that he’ll bring my car around in a few minutes.

      “Well, it’s been real,” Ava says to me, her voice soft and seductive. “I guess I will see you at The Sixth Floor.” She inches away from me.

      “Sounds good. See you then.”

      Should I grab Ava and kiss her goodbye? No, that might make this more of a date than a hookup. So, I let her walk away, my cock growing harder with each shake of her perfect ass.
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      Saturday night seemed like a week away from my last encounter with Sloan, when in reality it was only one day from the time we’d parted ways. I have on another one of Stacey’s dresses, a short red one that stops mid-thigh and makes my cleavage look good, paired with black heels.

      I glance over at Stacey. “How did you talk me into doing this amateur dance thing with you?”

      She flashes a wide grin at me. “Because I am the master of persuasion. I’m also a hard person to say no to.”

      “That’s because you push until you get your way.”

      “Hey, my take-charge attitude is what got you laid by the hottest doctor in town. Mmmkay? So, I don’t wanna hear it, babe. Your cobwebs are flushed out now. By the way, you’re welcome.”

      I shake my head at her, laughing. My best friend is impossible sometimes. “I am not going to thank you for stealing my phone, creating a dating profile, and sexting with Sloan for me.”

      “Maybe you’re not thanking me, but your lady bits are.” She says the last part with a wink.

      Stacey pulls into the parking lot at The Sixth Floor, the newest nightclub in downtown Philadelphia. We heard about the club from a group of college kids in our apartment building. Everything in this place is supposed to be top notch, from the liquor to the décor. The outside could have fooled me, though.

      I stare up at the old factory that looks like nothing special. It’s hard to tell we’re at a club.

      I turn to Stacey, confused. “Do you have the right address?”

      “Yeah. There are tons of cars here, and the GPS says this is the spot. This has to be it.”

      “It looks kinda sketchy.”

      She shrugs and opens her door. “Don’t overthink it. Tonight is about having fun before we become surgical residents who sleep in their scrubs and work ninety-hour weeks.”

      I let out an exaggerated groan. “Don’t remind me.”

      Leery of our surroundings, I glance around the dark lot on our way to the door. A white Suburban with tinted windows rocks from the people fucking inside, and I laugh to myself. Two attractive men, both with blond hair and in their late twenties, are waiting at the door next to a bouncer dressed head to toe in black.

      The taller of the two turns around, and a sigh of relief escapes his lips when he sees us. “Oh, good. You’re here.”

      I narrow my eyes at him. “Huh?”

      He steps forward to throw his arm across my shoulder and pulls me into his thick chest, the smell of earthy cologne filling my nostrils. I attempt to wiggle free from his grasp, but he holds me tight.

      “Play along for two seconds, and I’ll buy your drinks for the rest of the night,” he whispers.

      I could care less about him paying for me.

      Before I can respond with a polite no, thank you, the bouncer says, “Are they with you?”

      Stacey whispers something to the blond-haired man next to her and then says, “Yes, they’re with us.”

      Why is she playing along with whatever the hell is happening here? We don’t know the men cocooning us in their warmth, as if we are their girlfriends.

      Weird.

      “IDs,” the bouncer says to us.

      They must’ve already checked the guys even though it’s obvious they are of age. Stacey and I look young but legal. We hand over our licenses and the bouncer stamps our hands with a red circle. Then the men pay for us, leading us by the hand into the dark club, dragging us behind them as if we belong to them.

      Once we’re out of the bouncer’s line of sight, I shake my hand free from the strange man and pull Stacey away from her fake date.

      “Thanks, ladies,” the taller blond says to me. “I meant what I said. Let us buy your drinks tonight.”

      I throw my hands onto my hips. “What was that all about?”

      He shrugs. “The bouncer is a dick. He wouldn’t let us in unless we had dates.”

      This sounds like a line of bullshit.

      “Why not?”

      “I don’t know,” he says. “Apparently, it’s the new rule for Saturday nights.” He holds out his hand, offering it to me to shake. “I’m Nate.”

      I touch my fingers to his for a second. “Ava.”

      “Thanks for helping us out, Ava.” He shoves his hand through his short hair and smiles.

      For the first time since he ambushed me, I finally get a good look at Nate. He’s about the same age as Sloan with messy blond hair and deep brown eyes. He’s handsome, sexy even, but he doesn’t compare to Sloan.

      “That’s nice of you,” I yell over the loud music. “But I can get my own drink.”

      He frowns but his disappointment doesn’t last for too long before he recoups, replacing it with a cocky smirk. Nate runs his fingers down my bare arm, his touch doing nothing for me. Not like when I was with Sloan. The energy between us was electric.

      “I insist.” Nate steers me toward the bar on the far right wall with his big hand on my shoulder.

      Following behind us, Stacey chats up Nate’s friend as if she has known him for a long time. Some people can find something to talk about with anyone. My best friend is one of those people. She’s the queen of small talk.

      Taking in the dense air and the stench of sweaty bodies, I glance up at the purple lights that illuminate the mirrored walls and ceiling, casting shadows of the people grinding on each other. Parts of the club are roped off, the VIP areas lined with plush couches, some of them even with their own bartender.

      Two girls are dancing in cages suspended in the air, high enough for everyone in the club to see them perfectly. Each of the girls wraps her half-naked body around a pole at the center, dropping to the floor with such grace I can’t help but stare.

      “That will be us soon enough,” Stacey says, tugging on my arm.

      I roll my eyes at her. “I’d rather we save ourselves the embarrassment.”

      She points up at the girls. “You will look a thousand times better than them when you’re up in the air. Ladies night is all about the ladies. So, take the stick out of your ass and let’s have some fun.”

      “How do we get up there?”

      “The stairs, silly.” She pulls a white ticket from her purse. “And with this. I hand it to the bouncer when we get up there, and we are good to go.” Stacey moves behind me and playfully smacks me on the ass, pushing me away from the bar. “Get a move on, girlie. The night is a wasting.”

      “Ava,” Nate says to me. “Don’t leave yet.”

      I look over my shoulder at him and he nods at the bartender who’s popping the tops off four beer bottles. I turn to Stacey. “How about we have a drink with them to get our liquid courage, and then maybe I’ll consider dancing up there with you.”

      She flashes a victorious smile and claps. “Deal.”

      I move between Nate and his friend and take two of the beers from the bartender, handing one to Stacey. “Thank you,” I say to Nate and press the bottle to my lips.

      Nate brushes his fingers along mine as we stand there, drinking in silence. Desperate to escape the awkward start to our girls’ night out, I pound the beer and set the empty bottle on the counter behind me.

      “Thanks for the drink, Nate.” I give his arm a squeeze.  “Have a good night.”

      “I’ll be here if you change your mind, beautiful,” he says with a wink.

      As Stacey pulls me up several flights of stairs and toward the bouncer who’s responsible for helping girls into the cages, my throat closes up. I need another drink…or ten. Maybe hanging out with Nate and his friend wasn’t such a bad idea after all. Sweat-slick limbs rubs up against me, the sensation on my skin causing my stomach to turn. Stacey never has a problem with public displays or making an ass out of herself.

      I stand next to Stacey as she yells something to the bouncer. He has his arms folded across his thick chest, his huge forearms dwarfing the black T-shirt that fits him like spandex. The man reminds me of a surfer with his tanned skin and bleach-blond hair. A few seconds pass where they have a conversation I can’t hear over the thumping techno music, before he lifts the rope blocking the entrance to our cage.

      “I can’t believe we are doing this,” I say loud enough for Stacey to hear.

      She looks over her shoulder and smiles. “You won’t forget this night. Enjoy it.”

      I try not to look out at the crowd, who could probably care less about me. So, why am I so nervous? Another man opens a cage for two half-naked girls that were inside. They look exhausted as they make their exit past us and down the stairs.

      Stacey takes her place in the cage to my left. Still unsure if I should go through with the plan, I follow her lead.

      For the first few minutes after the cages are raised in the air, I’m stiff and awkward, until I get into my groove. I try not to think about the people in the crowd. They don’t matter. No one can see my face, though I doubt that’s what they are looking at anyway.

      Moving my hips back and forth to the music, I keep my eyes in front of me. Stacey tells me to grip the metal bars and drop it low. Under the heat from the lights and the steady pace we have to maintain, I practically melt into a puddle on the floor. It’s too hot, even in a skimpy dress.

      I tighten my grip on the bars before I get too confident and fall and embarrass myself. Singing the words to the song in my head, I keep going and force my body to move, already feeling my leg cramping up. The pain radiating up my thigh makes standing in these heels ten times harder, but I force myself to keep pace with Stacey. She loves all the attention she gets from everyone, smiling as she gyrates to the music.

      When the song changes to a more techno beat, I inch forward, in sync with Stacey, and we move to the beat of the music. Once the song ends, I stop for a second, sweat dripping into my eyes and down my face. With the lights blinding me, I can hardly see the faces in front of me. The cages finally lower after what feels like an hour. They swing to the side to drop us off on the platform, and the same bouncer opens the doors for us.

      “Oh my God that was amazing,” Stacey yells, throwing her arm across the back of my neck. “You are a natural. See, I told you that you can do it.”

      I laugh at her comment. Not until I look away from Stacey do I focus on the people in the VIP areas on our floor, shocked when I get a better look. Sitting next to a group of guys, I spot a man on a leather couch who bears a striking resemblance to Sloan.

      I close my eyes and open them once more. It’s him. And he was watching me. He licks his lips, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. Then, he pats his knee, as if telling me he wants me to sit on his lap. Either that, or he wants to bend me over his knee. I get wet from the thought of either possibility.
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      SLOAN

      

      “Doooccc!” Wyatt throws his hands above his head and slurs, screaming his nickname for me. “Do another shot with me.” He lowers his arms to hook one of them around the back of the stripper at his side. “No, better yet, do a shot off her tits with me.”

      I shake my head, a smirk slowly forming on my lips. “Not tonight. We have to go.”

      “C’mon,” he hisses. “One for the road. Take the stick out of your ass. What kind of best man turns down strippers on the night of his best friend’s bachelor party?”

      I laugh. “The kind that just had ten lap dances and doesn’t want to walk to The Sixth Floor.” Pointing to the front door of the club, I motion to our friends, who will not think twice about leaving us behind.

      Wyatt rolls his eyes at me and slumps forward in his usual obnoxious manner, childish theatrics and all. He’s been my best friend since we were kids and insisted we have multiple bachelor parties for his upcoming wedding. Tonight’s bar crawl is one of the many parties I had to plan up for his big day.

      I tug on Wyatt’s arm to steer him away from the bar. “I’ll buy you all the shots you can drink before you pass out. Just get in the damn limo. I’m too fucked up to drag your drunk ass down to Penn’s Landing.”

      He runs a hand through his sandy blond hair and frowns. “Okay, Dad. You suck all the fun out of everything. That job has turned you into a boring stiff. We can go, but you owe me a shot off a girl’s tits.”

      I smirk. “Done. Now, let’s go before I throw you over my shoulder and drag your punk ass out of here.”

      He punches me in my arm and laughs. “You gonna show me those old wrestling moves?”

      I laugh. “Only if I have to.”

      Wyatt whispers something into the stripper’s ear, and she giggles, smacking him playfully on the chest. She flicks her dark hair over her shoulder and rubs her tits on his arms as she plants a kiss on his cheek.

      A few minutes later, we stumble out of the strip club, drunk off our asses, and find our friends standing outside the limo. Wyatt runs toward the open door and jumps onto the leather bench.  Three of our closest friends climb into the limousine behind him, laughing at his stupidity, and within minutes, the beer is flowing again. We turn up the music, cranking an old rap song through the speakers that bangs against my arm with each thump of the bass.

      The driver has to be sick of us by now, especially after the scene Wyatt made two clubs before. He’s taking the end of his freedom a little too far.

      “We’re going to The Sixth Floor,” Wyatt yells through the lowered partition, waiting for the driver to nod before he hits the button to raise the glass. He turns to look at me and rubs his hands together, wiggling his eyebrows. “You ready to finish this night off with a bang?”

      “Hell, yeah, I’m ready,” I say with a grin that mirrors his. “Dude, save yourself the headache. Call it off now.”

      He leans back and kicks up his foot up on the bench. “Karen isn’t that bad.”

      “If that were true, you wouldn’t have done half the shit you did tonight.”

      Wyatt slides his hands behind his head, narrowing his eyes at me. “If I have to sleep with one woman for the rest of my life, I need to make up for all the vanilla sex. Wait until it’s your turn, you’ll see.”

      “Good luck with that.” I shake my head. “My turn is a long ways away, if ever.”

      When the car comes to a stop, Wyatt pounds the rest of his beer and slams the bottle down in the cup holder next to him. The rest of us follow suit and climb out from the limo when the driver opens the door for us. My friends let out a series of grunts and howls. Ryan Hunt, my friend since kindergarten, almost knocks over the driver as he tumbles out of the car.

      “Shots! Shots! Shots!” Wyatt shouts, nudging me in the arm hard, as we make our way to the front door. “I get to pick the girl this time.”

      “Here,” Ryan says, handing me a few hundred dollar bills. “Buy him whatever he wants.”

      “You’d need a lot more money for that.”

      Ryan laughs, knowing full well that what Wyatt would want is illegal, not easy to find around here, and ten kinds of wrong.

      “Good thing we talked him out of Vegas, or we’d be paying out the ass right now for this shit show.”

      I nod. “No way I could get out of work for that many days anyway. I was lucky I got tonight off. They wanted me to pull another double.”

      “I don’t know how you do it, bro.” Ryan gives the bouncer a wad of cash, enough to cover all of us. None of it earned legally. “At least you did it. You’re the only one from the old neighborhood that crawled out of the fucking gutter and made something of yourself.”

      I busted my ass to get a scholarship to the University of Pennsylvania, a school my dad told me would never take poor white trash. I proved him wrong along with everyone else I know. My friends were never like me. They were too busy fucking off in school and getting into trouble. But they had street smarts that helped me do what was necessary to pay my way through medical school at Duke University. In that way, we are alike. We are the products of our shitty upbringing.

      My friends have connections at this club. They sell drugs to the bouncers and some of the girls, so we pass right through the door without a word. Men are forced to wait outside, hoping for enough girls to come along to grant them access. Wyatt strolls into the club alongside Zander like they own the damn place, while I hang back with Ryan and Travis.

      Over the thumping of the techno beat, I can’t hear a single word my friends are yelling. I nod, having no idea what I am agreeing to, and follow Wyatt and Zander to the stairs in the far corner. The air is thick, the stench of sweaty bodies and beer filling my nostrils. Purple lights illuminate the mirrored walls and ceiling above the bar, casting the reflection of the girls grinding in cages at the center of the dance floor.

      Parts of the club are roped off, the VIP areas lined with plush couches and girls dancing on top of tables. That’s where we usually party when we come to The Sixth Floor. Located on the Delaware River, the hottest nightclub in Philly has balconies that overlook the Camden Waterfront, and private floors dedicated to high-end clients.

      What holds my interest most are the cages that suspend from the ceiling over the massive dance floor. I haven’t been able to take my eyes off the raven-haired bombshell shaking her perfect ass next to her blonde friend. Both of the girls are my type, but the one girl has a body made for sin and lips made to suck my cock. Imaging her dark hair fisted in my hands, mouth open, and eyes pointed up at me, I almost knock Zander on his ass.

      He falls forward, using the railing to stabilize himself, keeping me from tripping over him in the process. I grip his shoulder to regain my balance and apologize with a quick slap on his arm. Zander glances over his shoulder at me and gives me a curious look, but doesn’t say a word. I’m drunk but not as much as Wyatt. Travis isn’t any better. He gets strangely quiet when he’s shitfaced, where Wyatt doesn’t shut the fuck up.

      We find Kayla, the manager who hooks us up with a table whenever we come here, which isn’t much anymore with my work schedule. She leads us to the reserved section, shaking her tight ass in a short skirt that could pass as underwear.

      The cages catch my attention in the mirror on the wall behind a long row of couches in our section, as if begging me to notice. I turn around and sit on the sofa between Ryan and Wyatt to get a better look. Everyone in the club can see the two girls dancing for our amusement. But I see something entirely different. I watch as Ava moves, her body so in tune to the music, each movement perfectly timed to the beat.

      She wraps her half-naked body around a pole at the center of the metal cage, dropping to the floor with such grace I can’t help but stare. Alternating with her friend, the two of them taking equal turns. A bouncer stands on our floor, where the balcony opens up, but on the other side of the walkway, waiting to help them out of the cages.

      “You owe me shots,” Wyatt says. He pushes his hand in front of my face to snap me out of my daydream.

      I take a beer from the waitress’ tray and sink into the plush fabric. “I didn’t forget. We have all night.”

      Wyatt follows my line of sight to the girls from the cage, who are now walking toward us. He gets up from the couch and slips under the velvet rope that marks off our private area. I tap my hand on my knee, beckoning Ava to come closer when I lock eyes with her. She looks even better than the night we met.

      “Ladies,” Wyatt says with his signature shit-eating grin. He brushes the hair that fell on his forehead out of his eyes, zoning in on the blonde. “I was hoping you could help me out with something. My friend owes me a shot.”

      He points to me, and I tip my head in acknowledgment.

      “What does that have to do with us?” Ava narrows her eyes at him, confused.

      With little distance between us now, I get a better look at her bright blue irises that pop against her pale skin and dark hair. I need to fuck her again, possess her, and claim every inch of her killer body. My dick hardens when she peeks over at me, as if telling me with her eyes to come closer. And I do, moving toward her without even realizing she has this strange hold over me.

      Standing on the bottom step, I lean against the short railing that fences off the next VIP area from ours. Wyatt winks at me, before refocusing his gaze on the girls in front of us.

      “You see, Doc promised me a shot off a beautiful woman’s tits.” He points to the blonde, who smiles so wide it reaches up to her eyes. “And I want that woman to be you.”

      She giggles, turning nervously to look at Ava who shrugs. I can already tell without her speaking that the answer is yes. Wyatt is a pig, and he makes no excuses for it. He has a way of getting women to do what he wants that I will never understand. Everything he says would sound disgusting to me if he were hitting on me. But the blonde has no issues with how he speaks to her.

      “I’m Wyatt,” he says, holding out his hand. “And you are?”

      “I’m Stacey,” the blonde says. She mashes her huge tits together, giving both of us a nice view down her tight black dress that hugs her tiny waist and rides up her ass. Stacey points to her friend. “This is Ava.” She slaps Ava on the back to push her closer to me.

      Focused on Ava’s lips, my eyes travel down her body, my attention shifting when Stacey’s forceful shove causes Ava to tumble forward. I manage to close the distance between us in just enough time to wrap my arms around her middle and hold her tight. She smells like apricots, the sweetness making me want to lick the scent from her delicious skin.

      “Funny meeting you here,” I tell Ava, releasing her from my strong grip.

      She runs a hand down the front of her red dress, tugging at the hem that sits high on her thighs, and smiles. “Your friends call you Doc.”

      “Yeah, they’ve been calling that ever since I got into medical school.” I slide my hand to her hip and pull her chest into mine. “Dance with me.”

      “Aren’t you bossy.” Her lips part for me, and she glides her tongue along her bottom lip. “Only if you show me how good you are with those hands.”

      “That I can do.” I peek over at Wyatt and mouth that I’m going downstairs with Ava.

      “What about the shot?” He shoves a shot glass between Stacey’s tits without an ounce of shame. She seems to be just as shameless.

      “I got this,” Ryan says to me. He pushes out his hand, telling me to go, and cups Wyatt’s shoulders with his hands. “What are we drinking? Cuervo?”

      I look down at Ava and hold out my arm for her to grab. “Ready?”
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      AVA

      

      I hook my arm through Sloan’s, allowing him to lead me downstairs. He keeps me snug against his side and uses every opportunity to touch me. With dark hair that sweeps over his forehead and green eyes that look even brighter against his tanned skin, I wanted him inside me again the second I saw him. Sloan was watching me from a distance, like a voyeur undressing me with one look.

      The club is dark, save for the purple lights that cast shadows around the room. Once we find a spot in the corner of the club, our eyes meet at the same time. He stares at me, so hard and intense that it makes my pulse pound and nipples stiffen. The electricity that hums between us sets my skin on fire, a brush of heat dancing along my skin like wildfire. We were supposed to dance, not hang out under the stairwell. But I don’t mind. I like the privacy this spot offers us.

      Gripping my shoulders, Sloan pushes my lower back into the cinderblock wall. Control, power, and dominance—three words that are written all over his handsome face. This man takes what he wants without asking. And I want him to take it from me. All of it. Until he’s tasted the last drop.

      Slowly, I glide my tongue along my bottom lip. With a devious grin on his face and a sinful look in his eyes, he digs his hip into mine, pinning me against the wall. I have nowhere to run. Now, I am all his.

      It’s hot in here and somehow too crowded even in a space this size. A sea of people surrounding us grinds on each other, the sweat dripping off their bodies. It’s not even the perfect blend of techno beats that has me so entranced. Sloan sucks up all the air around me, with his masculine scent and warm body drawing every breath I have left.

      I don’t have to move to feel the electric pulse that is humming between us. As Sloan brings his hand up to my face, the adrenaline courses through my veins, causing my cheeks to flush. I’m on fire, but not from the stale air or the fog created from the overhead lights.

      He tightens his grip on my face, holding my chin in his big hand. Sloan might look too young to be a doctor, but when he moves his hands down the length of my body and to my ass, lifting me up in the process, I have no doubt I am in the hands of a very skilled man. I hook my legs around his back, and his erection digs into my thigh. I close my eyes and tilt my head back, releasing a soft moan.

      I still can’t believe I agreed to a sex-only relationship with Sloan. For years, I’ve had my nose stuck in a book, too focused on my undergraduate degree in chemistry and then medical school.

      Sloan cups my breast over my dress and moves his hand between my legs, gently caressing every surface of my body. My lips part for Sloan, and once they do, he invades my mouth with his tongue. Every nerve ending in my body comes alive, set on fire by each flick of Sloan’s tongue. He kisses me like he’s fucking me, hungry and greedy, taking what he wants from me. I moan into his mouth as he devours me.

      Between the heat from the lights and the magic Sloan is working between my legs, I am gasping for air. My skin burns from the fire that Sloan leaves in his wake, each stroke of his calloused fingers sending me over the edge. He pushes his hands down my body, feeling every inch, every curve. And I let him.

      Our mouths separate for a second, long enough for Sloan to look into my eyes. He’s hauntingly beautiful, with his chiseled features and rough exterior. No doctor I’ve ever met has been this intoxicating. And I have worked with plenty of them over the years. His tongue lightly grazes my lips, and as he does this, his manly scent burrows in my nostrils. I drink him in, allow myself to sense and feel everything about Sloan.

      I reach between us, dragging my fingers down his chest until I find his hard cock. Cupping my hand over him, I wet my lips to communicate to him that I want him in my mouth. I want to explore every part of this man with my tongue. He grows harder for me, his thick cock filling my hand.

      “Is that what you want?” He whispers into my ear, his husky voice so velvety smooth it sends chills down my spine.

      “Yes,” I hiss.

      Sloan slides his hand up my thigh, bunching my dress up to my hips, exposing my soaking wet pussy to him. It was Stacey’s idea for me to wear this dress. Now, I’m completely exposed and on display to a man who I wish would fuck me right here, up against this brick wall.

      He glances down and then up at me again and licks his lips. “That pretty pussy of yours is mine tonight.” Staring down, he slides his long finger along my wetness and between my slick folds. “So fucking wet for me.” He pushes his finger inside me, slow and steady. “So tight for me.”

      My eyes roll into the back of my head. “Sloan,” I moan, the air in my lungs draining with each breath.

      He withdraws his finger and brings it to his mouth to suck my juices from his skin. “How about we go somewhere a little more private?” Sloan tilts his head toward the door that leads to the rooftop.

      “Show me the way.”

      My nipples are already like daggers poking through my dress before Sloan slides his hand up my stomach to feel the tiny buds. I moan so loud that Sloan covers my mouth with his to silence me. Then, he pulls back from me, our kiss only lasting a few seconds, and lowers me to the floor. I push my dress back over my thighs and move it into place.

      The last time I did something this reckless was when I was still in college, right after I’d gotten my acceptance letter to medical school at Columbia. For years, my life has been one test or clinical rotation after another. The Residency Program at Penn General won’t be any walk in the park. Sixteen-hour days without sleep and no social life will become the norm starting on Monday morning. It will be the toughest seven years of my life.

      With his arm around my back, Sloan leads me through the crowd, holding on to me as if I were his property. I like how possessive and in charge he is with me. Sloan has an authority about him that drives me crazy, all while slowly tormenting me. When it comes to medicine, I am always in charge. But I willingly give up all control around Sloan. It’s one night. One last night of freedom before my life becomes a living hell.

      He tests the door to the stairway, relieved when it opens. We climb the stairs, dodging people on our way. When we reach the top floor, Sloan leans into the door and it gives way without issue. Taking in the city air, I step onto the roof next to Sloan and stretch my arms out at my side, closing my eyes as I take a deep breath. The air on my face feels good, although colder than I had realized. Being up this high makes me feel even more alive.

      Off in the distance, I hear the sirens, most likely headed toward my new hospital. Only two more days until I meet the new residents. Will I survive the program? I sure as hell hope so.

      Peeking over the edge of the building, I cling to Sloan’s side, and he keeps me at a safe distance. In five-inch stilettos that are killing my feet, all it would take is one missed step and my ass would go tumbling over the side and to my death. But I’m not afraid of heights. I love staring out at the Camden Waterfront and the people on the decks below us, drunk and hanging on each other.

      Dancing to the beat several floors below us, I bob my head and graze my fingers along Sloan’s thick bicep. It’s hard to believe I am about to have sex with him on a rooftop, of all places. Sloan leads me into a dark corner, out of sight from the few people who were smoking cigarettes by the door. No one is near us, the only sounds coming from the people screaming to the music. They can’t see us, and even if they could, I doubt I would care.

      Once Sloan spins me around, so that my back faces him, he presses my palms to the wall, holding my hands above my head. “Stay like this,” he orders and releases his grip on me.

      I don’t say a word, my moan the only response he needs. His breath on my neck causes the hair to stand up and tiny bumps to dot my skin. A trace of dark stubble that runs along his angular jaw meets my skin along with his tongue. Sloan pushes my dress up my thighs and over my hips, digging his cock between my ass cheeks. Even through his pants, I can feel every long, hard inch of him.

      Sloan cups my ass in his strong hands and spreads my legs further apart. “You’re such a dirty girl,” he growls in my ear.

      My juices slide down my inner thigh, much to Sloan’s delight. He fucks me with his fingers, and when I move my hand to touch my breast, Sloan peels it from my chest with his free hand and places it back on the wall.

      “What did I tell you?” His deep voice, although low and sensual, pierces my eardrum. This man doesn’t just like to be in control, he needs it. Craves it just as much as I like him exercising that power.

      He holds his hand over mine, our fingers intertwined as he brings me to the point of orgasm. Just as I’m about to come, he withdraws his fingers. Sloan brings them to my mouth and forces me to suck on them.

      “See how good you taste?”

      I glance over my shoulder at him with a smile that reaches up to my eyes.

      He smirks, creasing the dimple in his right cheek. The carnal look in his glassy green eyes tells me everything I need to know. He’s the hunter, and I am his prey. I should run but I want to stay. Sloan turns my head to the side and drags his teeth along my neck before he bites me, tugging at my flesh with his teeth. It’s rough but playful, the good kind of pain that I welcome.

      He keeps going, and at first, it hurts, but I like the ripple of pleasure this simple gesture produces. I want more. And Sloan gives it to me. I moan so loud I wonder if anyone can hear me. But neither of us cares enough to find out. First I hear his zipper, followed by the tear of the condom package.

      Without preparing me for his size, Sloan spreads me open, ripping my insides apart when he enters me. He fucks me like a savage, clawing at my delicate skin with his teeth, holding me against the wall with his strong hands, claiming my pussy like he owns it.

      Sloan moves his hand to my throat and lightly squeezes, feeling my pulse beneath his fingers. “Be a good girl and come for me.” Even though I can’t see his face, I can feel his lips turning up into a smile against my neck.

      I tighten my hold on his cock, and he groans. Knowing how close I am, he has me right where he wants me. Moving his hand from my throat to my chin, he cups my cheek and runs his thumb along my bottom lip. I stick out my tongue to taste the saltiness of his skin. He growls and pulls my lip down to shove his finger inside. The harder I suck, the harder he fucks me.

      We both come undone, our orgasms a few seconds apart. He collapses on my back and leans his chin on my shoulder, his cock still pulsing inside me.

      “I’m not done with you,” he breathes.

      As he slides his finger out of my mouth, I smile so wide my cheeks hurt. But I don’t look up at him. I keep my head pointed down, attempting to catch my breath.

      “Your place or mine?” I mutter.

      “Mine,” he growls.
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      SLOAN

      

      After I pour Ava a glass of wine and grab a beer for myself, I sit next to her on the couch. She takes a sip and looks over at me, as if she’s nervous, before pounding the rest of her drink. I just fucked her on the roof at The Sixth Floor. Why is she acting so shy now that I have her inside my apartment? She did the same thing on Thursday night at the Fountain Bar.

      Ava’s blue eyes are wide and somewhat distant, almost as if she’s deep in thought. A beat passes where I drink from my beer, and Ava bites the inside of her cheek. She’s adorable in a hot-mess-I want-to-bend-over-this-couch kind of way. Her enormous tits are popping out from the top of her tight red dress, drawing my attention to one of her best assets.

      “So this is your place,” she mutters after a long pause. “It’s beautiful.” Her eyes roam around the room as she takes in her surroundings. “Fancy. You must be a good surgeon.”

      I want to laugh at her comment but stop myself. My apartment occupies a large portion of the twenty-first floor, making it more of a house than the rest of the oversized luxury condos on the lower floors.

      “The best,” I say, sliding next to her so that our thighs are touching. “I told you I was good with my hands.”

      “Don’t I know it?” She shoves her face into her wine glass and holds the stem with both hands, drinking the last of it in one big sip.

      I reach for her glass, and my fingers brush against hers. “Do you want more?”

      “Are you trying to get me drunk so that you can get me into your bed?” She laughs.

      “I don’t need to get you drunk to get you naked.” I flash one of my boyish smiles at her and slide my hand up her inner thigh. “I already had you. I didn’t even have to buy you a drink to shove my cock in that tight pussy.”

      She sucks in a deep breath and lets it out. “No, you didn’t. You know, I never do stuff like this.”

      I want to roll my eyes or laugh so fucking bad. “You keep telling me that. If I had a dollar for every time I’ve heard that, I’d be rich.”

      She stills at my side and clutches the stem of the glass with both hands. “I hate to break it to you, but you are rich. So you must hear that a lot.”

      This time, I laugh. Not at her but with her. “I do okay.”

      She scrunches her nose at me in confusion and eyes up the long glass window that overlooks the Delaware River. “Right. Because everyone in Philly can afford to live in this building.”

      Choosing to ignore her comment, I peel her fingers from the glass one at a time, holding her gaze. “More wine?”

      She bites down on her bottom lip and then licks her lips. “Why not?”

      It’s cute how nervous she is around me. Ava has an innocence about her that almost makes me feel as if I am in medical school again.

      I take my time in the kitchen, even though she can see me from the living room. Ava needs a second to get used to me. Used to being inside my apartment. Most girls are either overwhelmed by my success or cling to me in hopes that I will be their next sugar daddy. Not gonna happen.

      With an open floor plan that overlooks the city, the entire apartment has a perfect view of Penn’s Landing and the bright lights that light up the bridge to New Jersey. Ava’s eyes travel between the wall of windows and me. I smile in her direction, hoping to lighten the mood. She was so forward on the roof, so willing and eager to take my cock. Now, she’s acting different. Maybe I should have fucked her one last time and parted ways.

      Walking toward her, with our drinks in hand, I wait for her to meet my gaze, and smile. She returns the gesture, the corners of her mouth turning up into a lopsided grin.

      I hand her the glass. “Drink up.”

      She pinches the stem between her fingers. “Do I get a tour or what? This place is so big it should come with a map.”

      I sink into the cushion next to her and laugh. “The only tour I want to give you is of my bedroom.”

      She sips from the glass this time, instead of pounding it. “That’s the tour I was looking for anyway.”

      “Good, because it’s the one I am giving.”

      I scoot closer to her on the couch and clasp her wrist to feel her pulse race. Every day, I repeat the same task at work. Feeling someone’s life force through my fingertips, the blood flowing through their veins, reminds me that I am still alive. I survived so I that I could save lives.

      Still holding onto her wrist, I count the beats as her heart rate quickens. “You don’t have to be so nervous around me, Ava. I’m not going to bite. Not unless you want me to.”

      “I liked that.” She turns her head to the side, away from me, exposing her neck to me. Ava runs her fingers along her soft skin. “I’d like you to bite me right here. Again. While you fuck me.”

      “Is that so?” I lean down to plant a kiss on her neck, taking in her delicious scent. She smells of apricot and something else I cannot place and good enough to eat. Grazing my teeth along her soft skin, I tease her until a soft moan escapes her lips. “Right now?” I nibble at her neck and hold her chin in my hand, feeling her body tremble.

      “Especially now,” she says under her breath. Ava moves her hand from her thigh to mine and her fingers creep slowly up to my growing erection. “One more time, and then we’ll go our separate ways. I start a new job on Monday. I don’t have time for relationships or anything else. So fuck me. Give me the best orgasm of my life, something I will remember.”

      I sit back, stare into her bright blue eyes, and watch her chest rise and fall with each breath she takes.

      One-night stands are easier in my line of work. I’m never home, have zero time for anything outside of the hospital, and prefer to keep human interactions to a bare minimum. Much like sex, saving lives requires a special set of skills. After years of practice in both areas, I have learned a thing or two about both. And I’m about to show Ava once more how well I can use my hands. This time, I get to take my time with her.

      Ava licks her lips. Then, she climbs onto my lap with hunger in her eyes and hooks her legs around my back, taking my bottom lip in her mouth, before she slips her tongue inside. Where I’m normally calm and in control, Ava is wild and aggressive. But I am always in charge. I palm the back of her head and thread my fingers through her hair, tugging as I deepen the kiss.

      She moans and rocks her hips against my cock that is begging to be free from these pants. With my other hand, I flip open the button, pull down the zipper, and stroke myself. Her lips break away from mine and her gaze lowers. I lean back against the sofa, and Ava watches me for a second, before she takes over, replacing my big hand with both of hers.

      I clutch her waist and groan, tilting my head back against the cushion. “I want to come in your mouth.”

      She slides off me, right between my legs, and gets on her knees. Resuming the hold she had on my cock, Ava leans forward to lick the tip. As her tongue glides along my skin, I groan from the pure pleasure. Ava’s eyes widen when she sits back on her heels, about to shove my cock into her mouth, and takes in my size. She already felt every inch of me when she was milking my cock with her pussy. I’ve had the same reaction from plenty of women. But Ava looks like she’s up for the challenge. Staring up at me, she sucks in a deep breath, and then wraps her lips around me until the tip of my cock makes contact with the back of her throat.

      I twist her hair through my fingers, holding Ava where I want her when she finds the perfect rhythm. My actions tell her not to stop, and she obeys me. Like a good girl. Her mouth is so warm, and the purring sound she makes only adds to the sensation. It doesn’t take long before the pressure builds, and I find my release.

      Ava barely has enough time to swallow before my hands are on her again. I pull her up by her arms and push her onto the couch. Her back lands flat against a pillow that she strips from beneath her. Still high from Ava’s lips wrapped around my cock and the look of greed in her eyes as she swallowed my cum, I get undressed in a hurry.

      After throwing my clothes on the floor, making a pile behind me, I climb on top of Ava, separating her thighs with my hand. The tight spandex dress she has on allows me easy access.

      “Bad girl,” I say, locking onto her, as she rubs her pussy  against my hand. “You left the house without wearing any panties. If you were mine, you’d dress like this all the time.”

      She sucks in a ragged breath. “Panties didn’t go with the outfit. You should be happy.”

      “I’m happy all right. I was happy on the roof, and I sure as fuck am now. Less to take off.” I push her dress up further, exposing her slick folds to the cold air. “So wet for me.” I drag my finger along her slickness to tease her, and she moans.

      “Stop torturing me, Doc.”

      Ava’s eyes have a palpable hunger in them. She’s impatient, so much so that she grabs my hand and shoves my fingers insider her.

      “You have to learn some self-control. You have a lot to learn, little one.”

      “I’m not as young as you think,” she hisses. Clutching my hand, she rocks her hips in a rhythmic motion.

      Thrusting another finger into her slick pussy, her juices coat my fingers, making my dick hard again. She’s so fucking tight. I’m used to setting rules and taking what I want, all while knowing I have no intention to have a repeat. But Ava was different. I knew at the hotel that she wouldn’t be a clinger, and I liked that about her.

      I let my usual guard down more because of her demeanor. This is just sex, as it should be. I have no time or desire for a relationship. Dating takes too much work.

      Ava tightens her grip on my fingers, forcing me to work harder. Her lips crash against mine, and her tongue slips inside my mouth. She pulls my head closer, stroking my jaw with her thumb. Trembling beneath me, Ava’s muscles clench around me, and her juices coat my skin. I break away from her long enough to taste her, before dragging my finger along her lips.

      I grip Ava by the hips, and she climbs onto my lap, her knees digging into the couch and her thighs molding around mine. Not wanting to waste another second, I push the straps of her dress down her shoulders, the fabric so tight it’s practically glued onto her skin. I grab her tits in my hands, getting more than a handful’s worth, and suck on her nipples.

      Ava runs her hands over my abs, staring at the dark ink on my chest and arms. She reaches between us to grab hold of my cock. Making a fist around me, she slides her hand up my length. I suck in a deep breath. Clamping my hand around hers, telling her to stop, she locks onto me and nods as if she understands. I lean over the side of the couch and reach into the pocket of my pants to retrieve a foil packet. Quickly, I tear it open and roll the condom on, before lifting her up just enough to lower her onto my cock.

      This time, I ease into her slowly, giving her time to adjust to my size. Ava bites down on her bottom lip and closes her eyes.

      She opens her eyes and digs her nails into my shoulders. “Harder, Doc.”

      I slide in and out of her, careful not to hurt her too much, before I pick up the pace, my movements so in sync as I grip her hips and fuck her. With Ava, I could go all night, pumping faster, as the sweat trickles down my forehead with each thrust. We lock eyes, as another earth-shattering orgasm owns her body. I groan from the sexy look on her face and the moans that escape her lips, and then my entire body trembles.

      I thrust into her a few more times before I kiss her, slow and passionate as if we made love instead of fucked. After I leave a trail of kisses along her chest, I slide her off me and onto the couch next to me, ready for more.

      “Damn,” Ava says, gasping for air. She glances down at my cock that’s still hard and wrapped in latex. “You should probably go take care of that so you can come back and fuck me again before I leave.”

      Definitely not a clinger.

      Excited by the offer of another round with Ava and knowing she will leave without any issues, I get up from the sofa and stare down at her. She’s gorgeous and so fucking young. With her legs spread wide and her naked body glistening with sweat and toned to perfection, I could admire Ava all night.

      I like her, and that doesn’t happen often. Most of my encounters with women occurred in an on-call room between shifts. That can’t happen anymore—not when I’m going to be the boss.

      Without another word, I walk toward the bathroom, thinking of all the dirty things I’d like to do with Ava before I send her home. I have all of five hours before I start my new job. It’s hard to believe I landed this position at such a young age. I should get some sleep, or at the very least prepare myself for the day to come. But I’m greedy and need more of Ava. For whatever reason, I am not ready to send her home.
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      AVA

      

      I spent the rest of the weekend nursing a hangover along with the aching between my thighs. Sloan sure did a number on me; to the point that I could barely walk across my apartment yesterday. But it was worth it. I never do things as adventurous as a one-night stand, and it felt good to finally live for once. For years, I busted my ass in school. I needed one moment of feeling alive from something other than the adrenaline that shoots through my bloodstream during a surgery, making me high on power.

      The second I step out of the bathroom on the third floor, Stacey is bolting toward me with a crazed look in her eyes. She has two Styrofoam cups in her hands. She holds one of the coffees out to me, which I take with a sigh of relief.

      She smirks. “So, I have good news and bad news. Which one do you want to hear first?”

      “Umm…The good news, I guess. It’s too early in the morning to get hit with bad news.”

      “On my way to the cafeteria, I saw Sloan. He didn’t see me, but I saw him.”

      My mouth goes as wide as my eyes. “He works here?”

      She flips open the top of her cup and blows at the steam coming out from the tiny hole. “I guess so. There are so many hot doctors in this place. It’s like an all I can eat buffet.”

      “You have to focus now that we’re here. The last thing you want to happen is to get kicked out of the residency program because you had the wrong dick in you.”

      “Says the girl who fucked an attending.”

      “You don’t even know if it was Sloan that you saw.”

      “He’s a surgeon. The guy I saw looked a lot like him.”

      “You were shitfaced on Saturday night, and Penn General is one of many hospitals in the city. He could work anywhere.” I take a sip from the mug, staring up into her golden-brown irises. “What was the bad news?”

      She shrugs. “Just that I thought Sloan worked here. That would kind of put a damper on things.”

      “How so? We had a deal. Sex with no strings attached. I have no interest in seeing him again even if he does work here. In fact, I have no interest no matter what.”

      “I thought it was the best sex of your life.”

      “It was.” There’s no sense in denying the truth. Sloan wrecked me, took what he wanted, and dished out orgasms in between. I came so many times on Saturday night that my body still hurts from our brief encounter.

      “Then why wouldn’t you want to hook up with him again? Wait until you see him in scrubs.” She bites down on her bottom lip and moans. “Holy shit, he looked hot.”

      “You don’t even know if it was him.”

      She rolls her eyes at me. “Trust me, it was your Doc. I would know those green eyes and sexy smirk anywhere. He has a look about him that says I like to fuck hard and fast and will give it to you good. That man makes all women go weak in the knees. More like get on their knees.”

      “You sound like you want him more than I do.”

      “Baha! Nope, I don’t do sloppy seconds, thank you very much.”

      “No, just men who are married or are emotionally unavailable.”

      “It’s not like I seek them out. Jeez. Give me a break, would ya? Someday, I will meet my Prince Charming. That day won’t be anytime soon, though. I am not looking to settle down, babe. We have to make it through this residency, before I can think of anything more permanent.”

      “Amen to that,” I tell her.

      Stacey is one of those people who befriends everyone and always has her ear to the ground. She always had the best gossip of all the hospital staff where we did our clinical rotations. If anyone knew which doctor was fucking whom and which nurse had a drug problem, it was Stacey.

      Stacey clutches my wrist and guides me by the arm down the hallway, scanning our surroundings. “Don’t be nervous. We got this. You got this. We are going to rock the fuck out of this residency program.”

      I cock en eyebrow at her and laugh.

      “What? Don’t look at me like that. We didn’t kill ourselves in med school to roll over and die now.” Stacey laughs to herself and moves us out of the way as a group of nurses speed walk past us.

      I chuckle at her comment. “Never. We are going to come out of this program surgeons, whether it kills us or not.”

      “How come you didn’t tell Doc that you are a doctor? That would have made for some interesting kinky medical talk in the bedroom.”

      “What would I have said? That I wanted to check his pulse?”

      “More like he could prepare you for your rectal exam.” Her smile reaches her eyes as she takes a sip from her coffee.

      “You’re officially the worst human being I know. Stop while you are ahead.”

      “Deal with it. What I lack in some areas I make up for in others.” She shrugs, nonchalant. “Dr. Hart is supposed to meet with all of us in the conference room by his office.”

      “We interviewed with Dr. Foster.”

      “Yeah, but he’s on medical leave for the next three months. He had posterior tibialis tendon surgery.”

      “That’s painful. How come you know this, and I am just now hearing about it?”

      “I was chatting up a cute x-ray tech in the cafeteria. He gave me the lowdown on everyone in this hospital. He asked for my number. I asked for some dirt on everyone. You know, the usual.”

      I shake my head, laughing. “Remind me how you made it through medical school again?”

      Stacey flicks her hair over her shoulder and glares at me. “Because I’m wicked smart and good at this saving-lives business.”

      “Spoken like a true doctor.”

      We stop out front of the conference room, my heart pounding in my chest. Why am I so nervous? It’s our first day of our residency, one step closer to becoming surgeons. My father is a cardiothoracic surgeon, my mother his surgical nurse. I grew up in a hospital. The smell of antiseptic is practically burned into my brain. Playing Operation as a kid, it wasn’t just a game to me. It was what my father did for a living and what I had always dreamed of becoming.

      When I graduated from Columbia, I saw my father shed the first tear in his life. Not once did I ever see him out of character. But on that day I made him proud, something I was never sure I had done until he said the words aloud. So, I guess I am allowed to be nervous. The fear of failing and not living up to my father’s reputation always creeps into the back of my mind. I have to push it out, move forward and make this residency my bitch.

      Stacey bites the inside of her cheek, giving me the same anxious look that I imagine must be written all over my face. “Ready?”

      We walk into the room together and stand there in silence for a few minutes, taking in the sight of the crowded space. Full of men and women around the same age as us, some a little older than others, we blend in with the sea of white lab coats. The surgeons at Penn General wear dark-blue scrubs paired with the standard lab coats, marking everyone around us as our equals.

      I couldn’t stop smiling when I slipped into my uniform this morning. I’m about to become a surgeon. All of my dreams are finally coming true. Until Sloan walks into the room, dressed in the same outfit as me, looking like he just stepped out of a fashion magazine, one that sells designer scrubs.

      I take a big gulp from the coffee cup in my hand and look to Stacey, waiting for her to peel herself from the wall.

      She gasps when she realizes my cause for concern. “He’s…No, he can’t be.”

      I nod, my eyes wide in horror. “Please tell me he is not Dr. Foster’s replacement.”

      Stacey covers her mouth with her hand. “Dr. Hart is covering for him for the next three months.”

      “What was Dr. Hart’s first name?”

      “Sloan,” she says.

      “Fuck me.”

      She giggles. “Oh, he already did that, babe.”

      I fucked my boss. I sucked his cock. This is not happening. He looks too young to be a surgeon, let alone the Residency Program Director. My nipples harden at the thought of all the nasty things I did with my boss this weekend.

      Stop it. I have to think of something other than how good he made me feel. How much I’d like to feel his very skilled hands on my body once more.

      Sloan’s talking to a few of the more eager doctors at the head of the table, focused on the group of residents who hover around him. He turns to glance around the room, our eyes locking for a second. At first, he doesn’t recognize me. Then, he does a double take. His eyebrows scrunch in confusion, before the corner of his mouth turns up into something I least expect. Revulsion or something close to it. Is he angry with me? He never asked what I did for a living, nor did he care, and I wasn’t about to offer any information that was not necessary.

      He gives me a look the reminds me of when he bent me over his couch and spanked my ass, the thought of that alone going straight to my core. I’m wet from one look. Can he sense it? Can he smell the sex on me? Fuck. I cannot want my boss this much. This man is supposed to be my mentor, my teacher.

      My hookups with Sloan were supposed to be a temporary sex arrangement, not a constant reminder of the crazy decision I made to have sex with a stranger. My new teacher fucked like he wanted to possess me and licked my pussy like he was having me for dessert. And now, I am dripping wet. In a conference room full of my peers.

      Sloan strolls over to me, a look of shock still registered on his face. What is he doing? No one can know we were ever together. We are each other’s dirty little secret. It has to stay that way for the sake of our jobs.

      With a warm smile, Sloan extends his hand to me. All I can think about is where those hands have been and how good they felt cupping my breasts while he fucked me from behind. Dammit.

      “I don’t think we’ve had a chance to meet. I’m Dr. Hart, the interim Residency Program Director, and you must be?” He waits for me to finish, acting as if he doesn’t know me. Interesting.

      A flicker of acknowledgment flashes in his eyes when I shake his hand and mutter, “Ava Roberts. Nice to meet you, Dr. Hart.”

      “Likewise, Dr. Roberts,” Sloan says with a tiny smile. “You should have told me.” He lowers his voice to a whisper.

      Sorry, I mouth.

      It kills me to act so nonchalant, my expression unreadable and devoid of emotion. I can tell by the strange look on Stacey’s face that she wants to say something. She’s going to have a field day with this exchange. An attending and a surgical intern would be the talk of the hospital and a scandal for us both. I can’t have that. My father would die from embarrassment. I would die from the shame.

      Sloan looks at Stacey and shoves his hands in his white lab coat. His muscles flex beneath the material, making me wet just thinking about the sight of this man naked. His friends drank shots off her tits. She had sex with his friend Ryan. It would have been Sloan, too, if he hadn’t taken an interest in me.

      He holds his hand out to Stacey. “And you are?”

      “Dr. Stacey Carlyle,” Stacey says, flashing a set of pearly-white teeth. “I graduated from P&S with Dr. Roberts.”

      How she can act as though nothing happened between us amazes me. Meanwhile, I’m about to throw up from the nerves that cause the bile to rise up from my stomach. I wish I could be as calm as Stacey and not give a fuck. But her father isn’t one of the most respected surgeons in the city.

      “Columbia.” His gaze shifts between us, his eyes landing on mine. “Excellent choice.”

      He sounds impressed, as he should be. I worked my ass off to get accepted. Despite our weekend of stupidity, Stacey and I’d spent most of our time either with our noses in books or in a lab or hospital. I bet Sloan didn’t expect the girl who had sex with him on a rooftop to be so…educated. And Stacey, well, she’s anything but your typical bookworm.

      “It’s my father’s alma mater,” I confess. “Columbia was the only choice for me.”

      He nods. “Roberts…I know a Dr. Roberts who also attended Columbia. Your father wouldn’t happen to be Dr. Lawrence Roberts, would it?”

      “The one and only,” I say with pride.

      “For the sake of this hospital and this program, I hope the apple didn’t fall too far from the tree.”

      Please don’t fanboy over my dad.

      I blush ten shades of red at his comment, and of course, he notices. He opens his mouth, as if he’s about to say something and stops himself. An awkward pause passes between us, before Sloan interrupts the silence.

      “Are you interested in cardio?”

      “Yes, but I haven’t made up my mind yet. I’d like to take my time and see which specialty is right for me.”

      “General surgery is a good way to go,” he says. “That’s the route I chose. It gives me more opportunities to take cases I might not have seen had I chosen a particular specialty.”

      I smile, trying to hide the nervous energy shooting through my body. “That’s also an option. I guess we shall see. My dad has been planting the seed since I was in high school. He makes jokes about the heart wanting what it wants. They’re super lame.”

      He chuckles. “I’ve met your father a few times at conferences. Dr. Roberts is an interesting man.” Sloan turns to the side, so that he has my ear, and can cut Stacey out of our conversation. “Meet me in my office after orientation. It’s on the fourth floor.”

      The bile rises up from my stomach, choking me from all the anxiety that floods through my veins, causing my stomach to turn. I lock eyes with Sloan. Instead of the smile I wore two seconds ago, my face remains expressionless. Why does he need to see me? This cannot be good.

      I nod in answer, not wanting to draw too much attention.

      A wicked grin turns up the corners of his mouth, and I have no idea how to interpret his strange gesture. Is that a good or bad smirk? All I know is that it’s hard to think of Sloan in any other way than my first one-night stand and the best sex I ever had. But Doc—I mean Dr. Hart—is my new boss. Well, fuck me.
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      On my way to Sloan’s office, I contemplate applying to another hospital for my residency, but Penn General is one of the best trauma hospitals in the country. My father would kill me if I quit the program because of a one-night stand. How would I ever begin to explain that to him?

      My sexual history with Sloan creates a serious conflict of interest, one that could cost us both. The hospital strongly frowns upon doctors dating their subordinates. We even had to sign and initial a no-fraternizing clause in our contracts. After our spiel from human resources about workplace behavior, I’d say what I did with Sloan is more than just frowned upon.

      When I reach Sloan’s office, a pretty blonde, with cleavage that’s spilling out of a tight blue top that hugs her petite frame, greets me. I’m sure Sloan will forget all about me with Barbie as his secretary. I have no doubt she can tend to his every need. And now, I am jealous of his secretary. Just great. The last thing I need is to feel anything for this man, yet the second I laid eyes on him in the conference room, my nipples hardened and the memory of everything we did came flooding back to me all at once.

      “I’m here to see Dr. Hart,” I say to the woman behind the desk.

      She lifts the phone to her ear and covers it with her hand. “What did you say your name was?”

      “Dr. Roberts. Dr. Hart is expecting me.”

      She nods and taps a button on the receiver. “Dr. Hart, I have Dr. Roberts here to see you.” They have a conversation that lasts for a few seconds before she says, “Okay, I’ll send her in.”

      She hangs up with Sloan and points to the closed door behind her. “He’s ready for you.”

      Oh, I’m sure he is.

      Walking past her desk and to the door, my hand stills for a second as I grip the knob. I want to puke from the thought of what will happen once I step inside. All of this is unfamiliar territory for me. I have no idea how to act around my new boss.

      Treat him as you would any other doctor, I remind myself, but that doesn’t help to shake the nervous energy rushing through my body.

      “Now or never,” I whisper and push open the door.

      Sloan has his back to me when I enter, which provides me a few seconds of relief, before he spins around and pins me down with one look. His gaze is so intense that I look away from him. But I can feel him watching me, studying every move I make. It’s intimidating but also exciting. At least I can be the first resident from my class to say I had a piece of the sexiest doctor to ever wear scrubs, even though I can’t speak a word of our previous encounter.

      Staring around the room, I try to compose myself, as I take in his office. The walls are white with dark gray carpets and furniture to match. The usual diplomas are on the wall behind his desk along with inspirational medical sayings and quotes placed sporadically around the room. Throw pillows with the hospital logo cover most of the two small couches that face each other.

      “Dr. Roberts,” he says, staring at me as if I am a piece of meat and he’s ready to sink his teeth into me.

      I wish he would right about now. He strips each piece of fabric from my body with his lecherous gaze.

      The way Sloan eyes me up makes me feel naked, even in dark blue scrubs.

      Sloan points at the leather chair across from his desk. “Sit down. We need to get better acquainted. I feel like I know you already.” He says the last part with a smirk.

      Cocky bastard.

      I want to run. But I won’t. Not when I’m standing face-to-face with the man who gave me six orgasms before I left his apartment this weekend. If you can even call his place an apartment. It’s more like a mini-mansion inside of a waterfront condominium.

      I take a seat across from Sloan, unable to peel my eyes off him. He leans back in his chair and stretches his arms above his head, drawing my attention to how tight the dark blue scrubs fit across his muscular chest. Even under the lab coat, it’s not hard to see that Sloan is in fantastic shape. I touched every part of him. Felt every part of him. My mind wanders to a dark place, full of lust and need. Of all the people to be in charge of my future, it had to be Doc. I should have asked more questions. But I didn’t care. Why would I? I wasn’t planning to see him ever again.

      I lick my lips, thinking about his well-defined abs and the thickness of his cock. I pleasured myself more than a few times since I left his apartment, all while thinking of his best asset.

      “Are we going to have a problem, Dr. Roberts?” His voice is so deep and smooth that it rumbles in the quiet air.

      A beat passes between us before I get up the nerve to respond. “No, I don’t see why we would have a problem,” I choke out.

      He sucks me in with one look that goes straight between my thighs, killing me without even touching me. This man oozes sex appeal. His dark hair sweeps over his forehead in waves, not a single hair out of place. He’s so manicured and perfect and my motherfucking mentor.

      Why is this happening to me? As if my sex life didn’t suck enough before I met Sloan, this situation is not making it better. What was I thinking? I meant what I told him about random hook-ups not being my thing. But seeing Sloan again changes everything. His position of authority also changes everything.

      Sloan leans forward with his hands folded on his desk. “What are the chances, huh?”

      Feeling the need to explain myself, I get nervous and mumble. “It’s not like I wanted this to happen.”

      He frowns at my words. “This situation is less than ideal for me, too. Imagine my surprise when I saw you. I’m the Residency Program Director for the next three months, and as your teacher, I can’t risk anyone finding out what we did this weekend. Understood?”

      “Yes, I completely understand. The only person who will ever know is Stacey, and she won’t tell anyone. So what do we do about us?”

      “There is no us.” His voice is so cold and firm that shivers run through me. “You are my employee, and I am your boss. I have rules, and I stick to them for a reason.”

      “Sorry,” I mutter. “I didn’t mean anything by it.”

      “Well, it means something to me. I live a very controlled life, all with good reason. I’m on track to become Chief of Surgery. I don’t need any distractions or scandals. I know how needy and clingy women can be. I need you to understand that nothing can happen between us ever again. I am an attending. You are my intern. That’s it. That is all we will ever be. Understood?”

      I nod, feeling like an asshole for doing anything with this man, let alone all the dirty things I did and allowed him to do to me. Now, I feel as though I need a shower to scrub him from my skin. I also hate myself for wanting him, despite his attitude that makes him less attractive by the second.

      “Should I look for another residency? Would that make you happy?” I need to clarify after his speech.

      “Do you not want to become a surgeon?” He asks the question as if commanding the answer from me.

      His voice is so deep and controlled, yet soothing to my ears. Why does he have to be so damn sexy? I hate and like him all at the same time. And I hate myself for liking him.

      “Yes, I want to become a surgeon,” I tell him after a long pause. “It’s all I have ever wanted to be. I’m just afraid that our past will affect our working relationship.”

      He stares out the window for a few seconds before he peeks up over me from beneath his long, dark lashes. “I’m a professional. What happened between us was a one-time thing.”

      My breath hitches, the nerves caught in my throat in the process. I was never this uncomfortable, so unsure of myself around another doctor. Sloan has an aura he gives off, combined with his ridiculously good looks, that is throwing me into an emotional tailspin. Sickened by the fact that he has me wet and wanting more, all while he’s telling me the opposite, I want to run from his office. He doesn’t want me. That much he made crystal clear. But I want him. Even though I shouldn’t feel a single thing for this man.

      “Our past will not interfere with our future, Dr. Roberts. As long as we have an understanding, I shouldn’t have to…discipline you.”

      I cower beneath his gaze. Why does his dominance turn me on? Is there something wrong with my body for reacting this way?

      He watches me intently, studying every feature from my face down to my chest. Once his eyes land on my breasts, he bites his bottom lip. He knows I am watching his every movement, yet he does something incredibly unprofessional on purpose.

      “Discipline,” I say, sitting up straight.

      He smiles as if he won a prize. He already had me, so he can wipe that stupid smirk from his perfect face. For however long Sloan is my boss, he will always win when it comes to work.

      “Yes, discipline, Dr. Roberts. If you get out of line, someone will have to punish you.”

      Leaning back in my chair, I cross my legs, giving him my undivided attention. He checks out my thighs for a few seconds before he locks onto me once more. Even in scrubs, he makes me feel sexy. When Sloan looks at you, it’s as if he’s staring through you, trying to extract every thought from your mind.

      I was nervous when I first walked into his office. Now, my body is on fire from all the emotions hitting me at once. Most of them are wrong on so many levels. I shouldn’t want my boss, but I do. I want him so bad I have to fight the urge. Running my hands up my sides, I push up my bra to adjust my breasts, wondering if he will take the bait.

      Neither of us speaks for several minutes. The air is thick with tension. Make up your mind, I want to scream at him, because he says one thing but does another. He unfolds his hands and sinks back in his chair. Then, he does something unexpected and places his hand over his crotch.

      Sloan stands up, smoothing his hands down the front of his dark scrubs, bringing attention to his massive erection. I think I might be imagining this until he comes around to my side of the desk and stands behind me. He bends down to whisper in my ear, his length digging into my arm.

      “Sloan,” I say, clearing my throat. “I mean Dr. Hart. What are you doing? This violates your rules.”

      “You make me fucking crazy, Ava. I know I shouldn’t fuck you again, but I can’t stop thinking about your tight pussy. Seeing you here was the last thing I ever expected. I have rules. We already went over them, yet you defy them.”

      “I didn’t do anything other than show up to work today.” I swallow the lump in my throat and look up at him. “I hate your rules.”

      What Sloan and I had a few days ago was explosive but dangerous. Our personalities do not mesh well together. We only work well together in the bedroom. While I’m looking forward to seeing what sparks fly between us this time, I’m not so sure we should pursue anything further.

      Holding onto the arm of the chair, I push myself up to my feet, a little wobbly from the adrenaline coursing through my veins. It doesn’t help that Sloan makes my entire body tremble from the nervous anticipation of what is to come. I want him to make me come again so bad.

      He slides his big hands on my shoulders and presses down to keep me in place, sending chills down my spine in the process. I suck in a deep breath, surprised by his sudden gesture. After giving me his bullshit speech about how we can’t be together, he does something so contradictory that it makes no sense to me.

      Make up your mind, I scream on the inside, even though Sloan should hear it from my mouth.

      He stares down at me the entire time I squirm under his grip, aware of the effect he has on me. My panties are soaking wet, the thin material barely enough to keep my juices from spilling down my leg. While Sloan can’t see the magic he’s working on my pussy, he can see my nipples protruding through the scrub material because they’re like daggers pointed at him. And he doesn’t miss a thing. He knows I want him so fucking bad.

      He licks his lips once more. “I wish you weren’t a doctor at this hospital. You are too distracting.” Sloan releases me from his grasp.

      “So are you,” I counter. “I shouldn’t be wet for my boss right now. This is so wrong, yet when I look at you, it feels so right. I want the man who can give me multiple orgasms to give me one on this desk right now, but we can’t do this. We both have our careers to think about.”

      Finding the courage to leave, I get up from the chair and head toward the exit. He catches up to me by the time my fingers wrap around the cool metal knob, and I still from his breath on my neck.

      Sloan doesn’t speak. He doesn’t even touch me. Sucking in a deep breath, I turn the doorknob and get the fuck away from my way-too-tempting boss.
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      AVA

      

      My body still trembles with need as I power walk out of Sloan’s office and into the hallway. Even though we didn’t do anything, I feel like some cheap hooker who met him in a hotel room. If he would have pushed me up against the door and fucked me right there, I would have let him. I am an idiot for even considering another hookup with Sloan.

      With his good looks and swagger, I couldn’t resist Sloan—just as I couldn’t resist him today. I wanted him inside me again from the second I saw him this morning. As if he isn’t already sexy enough, the lab coat with Dr. Hart sewn into the pocket paired with the navy scrubs molded to his muscular frame was enough to make my legs quiver in anticipation for more. I wish he had fucked me again, this time with his lab coat on. And nothing else.

      I suck in a deep breath and let it out, trying to act nonchalant. But Sloan is a hard man to shake. For a second, I take in my surroundings, looking both ways, and make a beeline to the elevator bank. While there are some people in the hall, I don’t look at any of them. I don’t want to make eye contact.

      By the time I reach the elevators, I run into Stacey. She has her back pressed up against the wall, chatting with a man in his twenties who looks like one of the residents I met at orientation this morning. His name is Barry Wilson, I think.

      “Ava, what are you doing up here?” Stacey gives me a strange look and then steps away from Dr. Wilson, dismissing him without words. Lowering her voice to a whisper, she moves toward me. “Doc’s office is at the end of the hall. Did you two get it on again?” I roll my eyes at her, and her face brightens with delight. “Oh, my God. Please tell me you did.” She claps her hands together like a child and squeals. “I want all the juicy details.”

      “Will you be quiet?” I drag her into the crowded elevator with me and hit the button for the first floor. “We’re expected in the emergency room to meet with Dr. Ward.”

      Stacey stands at my side, flashing a curious look in my direction. She can be such a pain in my ass sometimes. I didn’t interrogate her about her threesome with Sloan’s smoking hot friends. Not like I had to ask. Stacey poured me a cup of coffee on Sunday morning and dished out every disgusting detail.

      Once the car comes to a stop and everyone shuffles out of the elevator, Stacey clamps her bony fingers around my wrist and drags me toward the emergency room. “Spill it, woman. What happened with you and Doc?”

      “Nothing happened,” I spit back to shut down the conversation.  “Can you stop interrogating me until after we get home? If someone overhears you, I will be looking for another residency program.”

      She rolls her eyes at me and snorts. “You’re such a bore. At least Doc blew the cobwebs out of your vagina. I thought for sure you were going to dry up after that long ass break you were on. Jeez, how long was it? Like two years?”

      I smack her in the arm and shake my head. “You are the worst friend ever.”

      The ground floor is chaotic, with paramedics flying by with patients on stretchers, some of which are being transported from other hospitals. If you’re an action junkie like me, then the ER is the best place to learn. They call the emergency room The Pit for a reason. But I love the intensity of it all. I love the adrenaline that rushes through my veins. You never know what kind of case could stroll right through the door.

      “Dr. Carlyle, you are with me,” Dr. Ward says to Stacey. He looks me over for a second until realization sinks in that he knows me. We’ve met several times over the years through my father. “Oh, Dr. Roberts. Nice to see you again. I believe you are with Dr. Hart today. He should be down in a few minutes.”

      “Nice to see you too, Dr. Ward.” I force a smile to hide the nerves bubbling up inside my chest.

      He gives me a polite nod and then motions for Stacey to follow him out of the emergency room to where a small group of residents are waiting for them. I needed a break from Stacey. Her constant grilling in public was driving me insane. The last thing I need is for one of my father’s old friends to catch wind of my sexcapades with Sloan over the weekend. Who would they remove? Him or me? This is a conflict of interest neither of us saw coming when we made a deal to have sex with no strings attached.

      By the time I reach the nurses station, located at the center of the vast room, Sloan already has a crowd around him, as if he’s a king holding court. I don’t miss the women who eye him up like a piece of meat, and the men who are glaring at him, all of them hoping to one day take his job. This business can be cutthroat. There are only so many vacancies to be filled, which makes every person in my program a threat—my best friend included.

      Surrounded by at least seven doctors, Sloan has never looked so in his element. He stands tall and confident, projecting his voice with authority. My nipples swell against my scratchy scrub top, poking through the fabric at him. A brush of fire spreads to my chest once his eyes lock onto me. The corner of his mouth turns up into a cocky grin that dampens my panties.

      I take my position at the back of the group, afraid to give him the slightest indication that I am interested. Sloan knows I am, but that doesn’t mean I have to give him an even bigger head than he already has. Clearly, by the way he carries himself, he knows he’s the shit. So does everyone around him. This man oozes confidence and sex, both of which make it harder for me to resist the urge to throw myself at him.

      “Looks like everyone is here,” Sloan says, keeping his eyes pointed at me. “Now, we can get started.”

      The intensity of his gaze sends a chill down my spine that hits me right where I want him most—my aching core. He turns on his heel, with the group following behind him, leading us deeper into the room. Between the commotion at the desk, the front door, and the patients crying or yelling in some of the bays, a cacophony of sounds assaults my eardrums.

      My first day started off slow, with the orientation and then my quick meeting with Sloane. But my lazy day ends the second an EMT brings a patient through the door, announcing that we have a twenty-eight year old Caucasian male with a gunshot wound to the stomach. With the help of the man rolling the gurney, Sloan and another doctor move the victim into the nearest open bay and onto a rolling bed. Someone pulls the curtain to the side to separate the trauma patient from the woman on the other side, complaining of chest pains.

      The EMT already had the patient bagged to open the airway. After Sloan gets a good look, he orders one of the third-year residents to intubate the patient. Sloan slips into a pair of gloves and rolls up his sleeves, as another doctor pushes up the injured man’s blood-stained T-shirt.  I watch from a distance and absorb every movement Sloan makes.

      Watching him work sends tingles up my spine that add to my already out-of-whack hormones. As if seeing him work me over wasn’t hot enough, observing him tend to this trauma makes my heart pound and my stomach knot like a pretzel.

      The third-year residents we met this morning assist Sloan, while he barks out orders and supervises their work. They prep the patient to move him to the operating room, and Sloan turns to speak to my residency class.

      “What’s the first thing you should do when dealing with a gunshot victim?” Sloan asks.

      “Remove the bullet,” a girl in the front says.

      Sloan shakes his head. “No.”

      “Stop the bleeding,” I say without thinking.

      “Right.” Sloan peeks up from the man below him and stares right at me, but only for a second, before he goes back to peeling back the soaked trauma pad covering the wound. “But with a gunshot to the abdomen, it’s harder to identify the source. He could have a lot of internal bleeding we can’t see until we open him up.”

      Sloan glances at the group after he applies another pad to the man’s stomach, his eyes once again falling on me. “What would you do next?” No one answers, unsure of how to respond. Is he talking to me? He motions for the doctors to help him get the patient ready to move to the operating room.

      Sloan points at a young man standing to the left side of the bed, biting the inside of his cheek. He looks as though he wants to vomit. In fact, the intern might puke on the patient if we don’t move him soon.

      “Umm…umm…”

      Sloan lets out a puff of air and turns to me again. “Dr. Roberts. What would you do?”

      “I would locate the entry and exit wound. I’d check to make sure none of his vital organs were punctured and assess possible damages. I would check to make sure he’s not tachycardic.”

      We’re now moving through the room, following the doctors to the O.R. “What else?” Sloan looks at me again.

      “I would check for neurological function. Page neuro if I saw anything that was a cause for concern.”

      “Then,” he says.

      At this point, we are practically running down the hall next to the bed, on our way to the elevator bank.

      “I would get an x-ray of his abdomen to get a better look at the tissue damage.”

      “Next,” he says, getting into the elevator with the two third-year residents, leaving the rest of us out in the hallway.

      “Exploratory laparotomy,” I tell him as the door closes.

      He places his hand between the closing doors and winks at me. “Good. Get in here, Dr. Roberts. You’re scrubbing in.”

      I move so fast that I don’t even realize I am on the elevator and the doors are closing once again. This time, I am the one looking back at the interns. My heart rate speeds up, with my heart about to claw its way out of my chest, as we ride upstairs to the surgical floor. The adrenaline that courses through my veins ignites a fire beneath my skin, a high unlike anything I have ever felt before.

      My first real surgery. With the man of my dreams. On my first day as a surgical intern. Life cannot get much better than this.
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      SLOAN

      

      Ava still has the navy head cover on when we exit the O.R. together. Unlike my plain one, hers has tiny red hearts with rhythm strips interspersed throughout. Her father must have given it to her. He’s the top cardiothoracic surgeon in the city and one of the best in the country. After what I saw during surgery, I have no doubt that Ava is more than capable of stepping into her father’s shoes. She was born for this life. I’ve never seen an intern so comfortable in their skin.

      Most of the interns in Ava’s residency class look as though they want to vomit most of the time. But not my Ava. She’s calm and collected, and even if she’s terrified on the inside, she doesn’t show it. Not one bit. I like that about her. The confidence she exudes turns me on just as much as when she let me bend her over, giving herself to me.

      We stroll through the hospital in a hurry, careful not to walk too close to each other. Once or twice, our fingers touch, but we recoup quickly. I keep my eyes pointed in front of me, my face expressionless. Even though I do my best to keep a professional appearance about us, it doesn’t stop everyone in the hall from staring.

      Well, I’m sure most of them could care less about me. I know everyone in this damn hospital. It’s Ava they can’t peel their eyes from. And why wouldn’t they notice her? She’s one of the most gorgeous women I have ever met. And a born surgeon, of all things.

      My cock hardens as I recall how well she moved in the O.R. I’m still in shock that she was able to adapt so quickly when her fellow interns could barely keep up with the basics. First-day jitters are normal. Every doctor has them. But not Ava.

      When we near the exit, she cocks an eyebrow at me, confused. “Where are we going?”

      “To get coffee,” I say, unaffected and as if this is normal behavior. It’s not.

      I have never taken an intern out for lunch before. Most of the time, I ignore the residents unless I have to speak to them. Accepting this level of responsibility can only lead to bigger and better things. Like Chief of Surgery, a position I have wanted since before I completed my residency at Penn General.

      “But they have coffee in the cafeteria and in the lounges. We don’t need to leave the hospital for that.”

      “They don’t serve Starbucks here.” I remove a set of keys from my pocket and steer her toward the parking lot.

      “Why are you doing this?” she says, still confused, as am I.

      I shrug. “Because I like Starbucks, and I haven’t eaten all day.”

      She rolls her eyes at me. “You know what I mean. Why are you taking me with you to get coffee?”

      “Because you’re on my service today, and this is part of it.” What a lie. I click the unlock button on the key fob in my hand to open the doors to my black Mercedes-Benz coupe and say to Ava, “Get in.”

      With the door handle in my hand, I look across the roof of the sports car at her and she smiles. “Yes, sir.”

      I shake my head, the corner of my mouth turning up into an arrogant smirk. “You will be the death of me, Ava. Keep calling me that.”

      “Yes, sir,” she repeats.

      “You are such a good girl, a good surgeon. Too bad I am going to ruin you.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      What was I thinking when I left the hospital with Ava? I could lose my job for fraternizing with an intern, let alone for taking her to lunch. Well, I guess that would be a bit extreme to fire a doctor over one lunch, but I paid for said lunch, as if it were a date.

      What the hell am I doing?

      Somehow, Ava is forcing me to break my rules, and I hate myself for making an exception for her because I would never do it for anyone else. So, why Ava Roberts, of all people? There’s something about her that I like that I cannot place. Maybe it’s her innocence. But how innocent is a girl who gives it up to a guy she doesn’t even know?

      We fucked ten minutes after meeting. She’s too trusting of people. And I’m too easily convinced that I need more of her every time she opens her mouth. Plus, I love her mouth. I loved the way she made me feel when she was sucking my cock. I miss that feeling. I miss being inside every part of her. But she’s off-limits.

      “We’re eating here?” Ava seems surprised when I grab her food and drink and tell her to sit at the table near the window.

      “I didn’t drive all the way over here so I can eat in a ninety-thousand-dollar car and ruin the upholstery.”

      “For someone who had sex this weekend, you sure are grumpy.”

      I set our sandwiches and coffees on the table and then pull out a chair for Ava, before taking a seat. “I’m not grouchy. If you think I’m in a mood, wait until I’m actually in one.”

      Ava stares across the table at me and takes a sip from her cup, eyeing me up the entire time. “No, I don’t think I would like that very much.”

      “Don’t get too comfortable with me,” I warn and mean it.

      “I’m not,” she counters with a scowl on her face. “You make me nervous. Half the time I’m around you, I am completely freaked out. It’s hard to get comfortable when you make me feel like I am walking on eggshells.”

      “If I’m so awful, then why did you let me fuck you. Why did you come to my apartment? Why are you having lunch with me?”

      She sits back in her chair with the latte in her hand. “You want the truth?”

      I nod. “Of course.”

      “You’re hot. I wanted to fuck you. My thought process wasn’t very deep that night. I wasn’t going to say no to your offer. It was too hard to pass up.” She blushes, as if she’s embarrassed for saying too much. But I’m glad that she did.

      “The moment I saw you I knew I had to have you.”

      “How romantic,” she deadpans, taking a sip of her latte. “You said you wanted a sex-only deal, yet you broke your own rule earlier when you invited me to your office. Then, you let me scrub in with you.” She scoots her chair closer and lowers her voice, staring at me with those wide blue eyes that had sucked me in from the start. “Now, we’re at lunch together. What are we doing? Aren’t you afraid we will get caught?”

      “Yes, but I didn’t care at the time I asked you to come to my office, just as I don’t care right now. As far as the hospital knows, I haven’t done anything wrong. We had sex when you were no one to me, nothing more than a meaningless hookup. But things have changed.”

      She bites the corner of her lip. “How so?”

      I shrug. “I don’t know. You were…I don’t know how to describe it. I love watching you work.”

      “The feeling is mutual,” she says, pinning me down with her gaze. Her blue eyes are so wide and bright they practically jump off her heart-shaped face.

      “I wouldn’t have left the hospital with you in broad daylight if I was worried that someone would find out,” I admit, though I hadn’t done much thinking when I dragged her out of the O.R. and to my car.

      “I’m supposed to be on your service. I don’t think the hospital will approve of your style of teaching.”

      “Right now, you are not on my service, you are at my service. There is a distinction, Ava.”

      “I see you’re done calling me Dr. Roberts.”

      “Well, I couldn’t call you by your first name in front of hospital staff, now could I?”

      “Good point. So, if I’m at your service, then what does that entail?

      “It means I expect you to be ready for me whenever I want. You’re like an itch I need to scratch. I can’t get you out of my system. I thought I could fuck you and forget about you, but seeing you again changes everything.”

      “I know what you mean,” she mutters, the blush creeping across her chest.

      “I want you right now,” I confess.

      “Do I get to scrub in with you again or was that a one-time thing?”

      “Depends on how well you do. I can’t show you preferential treatment. You impressed me earlier, and I thought you should be rewarded for a job well done. Don’t read into it too much, okay?”

      She nods. “Got it. Is this lunch part of my reward?”

      I smirk at her. “Excuse yourself from the table and meet me in the bathroom.”

      She looks over her shoulder and scans the room, before meeting my gaze once more. “Here? You want me to…” Her words die off in her throat when she realizes what I am saying.

      “Yes,” I say under my breath. “There’s a certain thrill that comes with having sex in public.”

      She smiles. “Oh, I know.”

      “We’re not on hospital grounds,” I tell her. “Now, go. I’ll meet you in the ladies’ room in a few minutes.”

      She flashes a nervous smile that makes my dick hard thinking about her mouth around it. Ava gets up from the chair and sucks in a deep breath, before letting it out in one long puff of air. “I’ll be waiting.”

      I cross my arms over my chest and sit back in the chair, studying her face. “Good girl.”

      Watching as Ava slips through the crowded coffee shop, I admire her ass and its subtle shake, as she moves past the tables and pushes open the restroom door. I check my cell phone, thankful I have no missed calls or pages from the hospital and enough time to have a quickie with Ava.

      When I walk into the ladies’ room, Ava is in the last stall. I latch the lock on the entrance door and stalk toward her.

      “Where do you want me?”

      I unzip my pants and remove a condom from my pocket. “Put your hands on the wall and spread your legs.”

      She does as I say and unties her scrub bottoms, shoving them down her thighs along with her panties.

      Taking my cock in my hand, I roll the condom over my length and press my throbbing head against her ass cheek. I should stop myself from making this mistake again. But it doesn’t feel like a mistake with Ava.

      Ava presses her palms to the cinder block and lifts her ass up for me, looking at me over her shoulder. I position myself at Ava’s entrance and fill her at once. She moans against her arm and shoves her face against the wall to stifle her screams.

      I grip her hips, my touch rough and hard to match my movements, and fuck her, allowing myself to get lost inside Ava. She tightens around me, the pressure building within, and her moans grow louder. Afraid someone will hear her, I slide my hand up to her throat and then cover her mouth, fucking her even harder.

      “Come for me, Ava,” I whisper against the shell of her ear.

      She purrs with a sexy-as-fuck glaze in her eyes.

      Sweat drips down from my forehead and dampens my scrub top. My heart races from the adrenaline pumping through my body, and I finally lose all control, almost in unison with Ava. Her breathing becomes ragged and then finally slows. Glancing over her shoulder at me, with her cheek against the wall, she licks her lips at me.

      She opens her mouth as though she wants to speak. Instead, she just stares at me, waiting for me to finish. I come so fucking hard that my body jerks, and I accidentally slam her into the wall from the sheer force that takes over. I pull out of her, take a few steps back step into a stall to clean up and dispose of the condom before pulling up my pants. She spins around, with her back flat against the wall, still unstable and barely functioning.

      As much as I keep telling myself that I’m making a mistake with Ava, my body is in disagreement with my head. With each encounter, I want her more, despite the guilt I harbor over my careless decision. And then I hate myself for feeling guilty for wanting a woman who makes me feel more…complete. There’s just something about Ava that I see in myself. Or maybe at one time saw in myself.

      Gripping her by the waist, I lower my mouth to hers, my tongue gliding across her bottom lip before slipping into her mouth. My body tingles from our kiss, leaving me wanting more as our lips separate. I will have her again by the end of our shifts. If not, she’s coming home with me, so I can take my time. I hate rushing in public places. A woman like Ava should be savored, and I need the space to properly devour her delicious body.

      “This is happening again. By the end of the day.”

      She nods in agreement and pulls her panties and scrub bottoms back into place. “Is that a promise?”

      “One thing you should know about me, Ava, is that I rarely say things I don’t mean. So, when I say I want you, I do. When I say you’re worth the risk, I mean it.”

      She smiles up at me, still out of breath.

      Then, I kiss her one last time.

      What is this girl doing to me?

      With each second we spend together, I’m losing my edge. But I have to know why I am so drawn to Ava, no matter how long it takes to figure out.
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      AVA

      

      After hot sex with Sloan at Starbucks, I was hoping for more of him. But he has been acting weird as shit for the last three days. Sloan kept his word that I would be on his service. I’ve followed him from case to case, all while wondering why he hasn’t spoken to me alone. As much as I want to blame Sloan for getting me into this mess, I only have myself to thank for making another stupid decision.

      I could have told him no. In fact, I should have told him no. Will I tell him no if he asks again, more like demands? Doubtful. He’s the best sex I’ve ever had. But Sloan is more than that. When I’m with Sloan, I feel alive, much like the feeling I get when I practice medicine. He gives me a high unlike anything I’ve ever experienced and not just because of all the orgasms he delivers.

      Just because he’s my boss doesn’t mean I have to listen to every request he makes. But my body was doing the talking. I was a slave to my own desires, hungry and desperate for more of Sloan and his massive cock. I wanted him so bad I couldn’t control myself when he told me to meet him.

      Stacey fights through the masses to take her place at my side in the O.R. She gives me a dirty look, as if she’s mad at me for something. I guess I deserve it after ditching her this morning. We were supposed to ride to work together, but I was too impatient and was hoping to catch Sloan before our shift. No such luck. The second he saw me, he made a beeline to the elevators and went straight to his office.

      I have trouble focusing on the surgery before us, because all I see is Sloane. Imaging his hands that violently gripped my hips as he fucked me in the bathroom, I get wet at the thought of more. Now that I’m standing here, watching him do his thing, I can’t help but admire him even more. Liking my boss could be detrimental to my career. I need to remind myself a thousand times that hospital romances do not last, and therefore, we have no forever. We don’t even have a right now.

      This is just a fling. Doctors don’t marry the women they fuck in pubic places between surgeries, like a cheap hooker in a sleazy motel. Not that marriage should even be on my mind. A man like Sloan is all about control and order. I test his limits, without even knowing what they are. It’s not hard to see his internal struggling with whatever demons he wrestles.

      Sloan finishes the gallbladder removal in record time, leaving me wishing I were the one he chose to assist him with this surgery. He dismisses the handful of residents who are assigned to his service with the wave of his hand. I stop to watch him for a second in hopes that he will notice me. Before I exit the operating room, I glance over my shoulder at him. Our eyes meet for a few seconds, his gaze so intense it could burn a hole through me.

      I discard my surgical wear and follow Stacey out of the operating room and into the hallway. She opens her mouth, but before she gets the chance to speak, Dr. Walsh comes out of nowhere and is standing at her side. He shoves a hand through his messy dark hair and smiles at both of us.

      “Dr. Carlyle, come with me,” Dr. Walsh says to Stacey. “I have a case you won’t want to miss.”

      Her frown quickly turns into a wide smile. We haven’t spoken much with us working on different shifts, our paths crossing at odd times.

      She mouths goodbye to me, and Dr. Walsh gives me a polite tip of his head. I watch them walk away, part of me hoping I will catch a glimpse of Sloan on his way out of the operating room. No such luck. I head in the opposite direction, doing my best to keep myself from breaking down.

      The last few days have been fucking torture. All I can think about is Sloan. He makes me wet with one glance in my direction, whether he means to arouse me or not. Not until I step into the women’s bathroom and stare in the mirror do I feel some sort of relief. For a few seconds, I have peace and quiet. No more sounds of monitors beeping or people yelling. Absolute silence. And it’s perfection.

      I turn the knob on the sink and run my hands under the faucet. Bending down to splash water on my face, I smell a musky scent that I know so well. Over the sound of running water, I hadn’t even noticed I wasn’t alone until the door slams shut. I dry my face with a towel and lock on to the beautiful man standing across the room from me. Sloan. My favorite Doc.

      He comes up behind me, our eyes meeting in the mirror as he moves his hands to my waist. A beat passes between us where he burrows his face in the crook of neck, drinking me in. “Meet me in the on-call room on the fourth floor in one hour.” The way he says it sounds like an order from my boss and not a request from the stranger from the roof. “I told myself I would stop. But I have to have you again.”

      I stop breathing for a second, the lack of oxygen making my head spin. “Why have you been avoiding me?”

      He grabs my ass with one hand and my breast with the other, pinching my nipple through my shirt. “Because we can’t do this. I shouldn’t…” Leaning closer, he digs his erection into my back, making me wish he would bend me over the sink. “I’m supposed to teach you, not fuck you.”

      I let out a soft moan that I hope no one in the hallway can hear. Instinctively, I reach around to feel over his tented scrubs, as if I needed a reminder of how big Sloan is and how well he knows how to use his cock. The reminder doesn’t hurt.

      “Be ready for me.”

      Before I can get in another word, he removes his hands from my body and walks out the door.

      At first, I have trouble moving. My mind and body are so out of sync because of the number Sloan did on me. I glance over my shoulder, long enough to see him slip through the door closing behind him. This is the first time I’m meeting someone in an on-call room. I never had much time for dating in medical school. And I sure as hell wasn’t hooking up with any of the nerds in my class.

      Even though I know that pursuing any form of a relationship with Sloan is wrong, I cannot wait until our next encounter. I should be terrified, afraid for my job, even. He could easily turn around and have me thrown out of the residency program. So, I guess I should do as Sloan asks, regardless of his request, even if it’s also what my heart wants, no matter how fucking stupid.
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      SLOAN

      

      What I’m about to do is so fucking stupid and wrong. I have rules for a reason. I use them to keep my heart safeguarded from women who could take all of this away from me. For as long as I can remember, I had wanted to become a doctor. I would listen to my mother’s heartbeat with the toy doctor kit she’d bought me when I was nine years old. She’d let me pretend to draw blood, even though we both knew it was ketchup in the tube.

      We had fun playing doctor in my fake hospital until one day she became the patient for real. When she had developed breast cancer, I was too young to understand that she had so few months to live. But she never let me stop playing doctor, even as she drew in her last breath. That’s why it was so important for me to become a doctor, and even more important to make something of myself.

      Of all the shady and illegal things I had to do to get here, meeting Ava in the on-call room is by far the dumbest. I should have ignored my throbbing cock and dismissed her. Like an idiot, I had to think with my cock instead of my brain. From the moment I laid eyes on Ava, I knew there was something about her that made me want to forget all my rules. Because rules are meant to be broken, right?

      While this situation changes everything between us, I can’t stop myself from pressing the button on the elevator. I wish I could stop myself when I push open the door to the on-call room. But I can’t. My willpower is shit, my body ruled by my cock and these pesky urges.

      Ava makes me forget about all the rules I have in place. She could be my undoing if I allow her. That’s why I need this one last goodbye fuck, so we can go on our way and forget this ever happened. But she’s hard to forget and so is her tight pussy that I haven’t stopped thinking about for days.

      Already waiting for me in the on-call room, Ava pulls down her bottom lip with her finger and makes me even harder with one look. She doesn’t speak, only slides her scrub pants to the floor, revealing a dark blue thong that matches her uniform. Then, she pulls her shirt over her head and throws it at me with a wink.

      “Come and get me, Doc,” she purrs.

      I flip the lock on the door and stalk toward her. “You are such a bad girl.”

      My hands are shaking so bad I look as though I have a tick. I’m never nervous when I have sex with a woman. The thought of being caught in the act while on hospital time excites and terrifies me, all at the same time. Wiping the sweat coating my palms down the front of my scrubs, I shed my pants and boxers in one swift motion.

      She peels the tie from her hair and slides it onto her wrist, allowing her black hair to fall perfectly back into place. All I need is one more taste. Then, we can go our separate ways.

      Ava strolls toward me with her head held high, and her breasts pushed out, showing off a huge rack that makes my dick twitch.

      On some level, I feel shame for what we are about to do. I’m the boss. I know better than to fuck my employee, the girl I am supposed to mentor for the next three months. It’s almost unfair that Ava has to take orders from me, even though I like giving them in the bedroom. I don’t care about hospital policy or the fact we can both get fired for this. Right now, all I care about is getting this craving out of my system so I can focus and get back to work. It’s hard to think with all the lack of oxygen.

      “Just this once,” I say, stoking my cock.

      “That’s what you said last time,” she mutters, and then drops to her knees in front of me, replacing my hand with hers.

      “This time I mean it.” My tone comes off harsher than I had intended. But I don’t bother to apologize.

      It’s better if she thinks I’m an asshole who just wants sex. Well, that much is true, especially right now. Ava needs to respect me as the voice of authority in her life, or at least when she’s inside this hospital.

      “Whatever you say, Doc.” She positions herself in front of my cock, staring up at me as she shoves me inside her mouth. Her hand moves faster, working in rhythm with her mouth.

      Reflexively, my hand falls to the back of her head, my fingers threading through her hair. When I lift my hips to invade more of her mouth, she takes what I have to give her without breaking rhythm.

      Somehow, a crazy twist of fate brought us back together. I don’t want to let her go. But getting caught is inevitable. Hospital flings almost never end on a good note.

      I like sex too much to hate the feeling of Ava’s lips on my cock. It feels too fucking good to make her stop. I’m about to come, so close that my body is on fire. I focus on her head bobbing up and down in front of me, clutching her hair tighter, as she deepthroats my cock. She’s not just my employee anymore. Nope, she’s my little whore. When I finally come, she sits back on her heels and licks her lips.

      “Anything else I can do for you, Doc?” she asks smiling up at me and still holding onto my shaft.

      “Get up,” I order and then point to the couch.

      She does as I say with a smile.

      I pluck a condom from my wallet, keeping my shirt on to save time, and push the lab coat over my shoulders. It drops to the floor behind me, giving me more room to work without anything else getting between us.

      “Put your elbows on the couch,” I command with authority in my voice.

      “Yes, sir,” she coos, and it makes my dick harder. Ava follows my order, putting her elbows on the couch and lifts her ass up in offering to me.

      Hearing sir fly from her mouth brings a certain realization to what we are doing all over again. I didn’t work so damn hard to get to where I am in my career just to throw it all away for an intern. But I cannot stop myself. I need to be inside her. I need to make this itch I am dying to scratch go away.

      “Spread your legs.”

      I watch as she separates her thighs for me and roll the condom on, as I get a good look at her pussy. Taking her bare ass in my hands, I position myself at her entrance. She lets out a soft moan, as I plunge into her wetness. She tightens around my dick, her juices coating my sensitive skin, forcing me to suck in a deep breath.

      Gripping her hair in my hands, I tilt her head back until our eyes meet. Desire and the same hunger I have scrolls across her face. She looks like a sweet girl, maybe innocent at one time, but she’s just as bad as me. We both want this shameful fuck on the couch in the on-call room. Who knows how many doctors have done the same thing in this room, but I don’t care. I want her now more than ever.

      Someone knocks on the door, and she stills beneath me, but I keep going. I ignore the second and third knock, as I pump into her harder and faster. They could break down the door, and I wouldn’t bother to stop. Covering her mouth with my hand, I stifle her moans. She’s so damn loud there’s no hiding our quickie. But there’s nothing quick about me. I have the stamina of a racehorse. If we had enough time, I could bury myself inside Ava for hours.

      She comes for me, squeezes my cock so hard that now it’s my turn to reach my point of ecstasy. I clutch her hips, hard enough to leave fingerprints, just as I find my release. After I pull out of her, she drops to the couch, out of breath. She leans back against the cushion with her legs wide and open and her dripping wet pussy on display. I consider fucking her once more—because once is not enough. Will it ever be enough?

      The person who had banged on the door earlier is back again. I’ve been the interim Residency Program Director for all of one week, and here I am, about to get caught in the act with a surgical intern in an on-call room. We didn’t even try to hide what we were doing in here. At one point, Ava moaned so loud I would be wiling to bet that passersby heard her perfectly.

      After years of building walls around my heart, this is my weird way of letting Ava in. And I hate myself for it. She’s bubbly and so full of life, while I’m arrogant and moody. A girl like Ava deserves better than me. The daughter of one of the most respected surgeons in the city shouldn’t be with me. My obsession with her pussy will be the end of both of our careers.

      Ava gets dressed in a hurry and runs her hands down the front of her uniform to smooth out the wrinkles. Her cheeks are red and blotchy, the patches spreading down to her chest. I clean up before tucking myself back into my pants and slide the lab coat over my shoulders.

      Everything about this encounter feels so cheap, but I don’t let the thought linger for long. I had to get this out of my system. Ava looks as though she needed it just as much as me. But she’s young and fragile. Ava wants to see the good in me. She also sees me as her boss, and now I feel like an ass for taking advantage of her, even though she was a willing participant.

      We stare at each other for a second after we’re fully clothed. I do something even I don’t expect and tuck a strand of hair behind her ear and rub her cheek with my thumb. She smiles, her face glowing from the orgasm I just gave her. This moment between us is so intimate, instead of the business transaction it was before we stepped into this room. I have to be careful with her. One wrong move could get me in a shitstorm of trouble both with the hospital and my heart.

      “We have a meeting,” I say, still trying to get my bearings. She has me so off my game I hope I can focus.

      Ava nods. “Let’s get downstairs then.” I turn around and she grabs hold of my arm, pinning me in place. “Wait. Do you think whoever knocked is still outside? We could get in so much trouble.”

      I shrug. “I doubt it, and if they are waiting for us, then there’s nothing we can do about it.”

      “But what will we say? We should probably rehearse something just in case.”

      I spin around to face her and take her face in both hands. “Just follow my lead. Don’t say a word about what happened between us.”

      “How will we explain the two of us leaving this room together?”

      “We’re not leaving together. I will go first, and then you can leave two minutes after me. That should buy us enough time in between that no one will notice unless they are lingering in the hallway. In that case, we don’t have much choice and have to hope they are too busy working to notice us. Improvise if you get caught, okay? I was never here, and we were not together. Got it?”

      “Yes, sir.” A smile crosses her lips.

      “Good girl,” I say, stroking her jaw with my thumb, before taking a step back. “Two minutes,” I warn and turn around to leave.

      As I unlock the door, I take a deep breath and open it a crack. A few doctors and nurses pass by in a hurry, too busy to notice me. Without looking back at Ava, I step into the hallway and power walk to the elevator bank. I let out a sigh of relief that I made it this far without anyone stopping me.

      I should cut ties with Ava and make a clean break before one or both of us gets hurt. It’s best for both us, I tell myself, as I ride the elevator to the first floor, trying to remember the speech I had planned for my new interns.
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      SLOAN

      

      My cock twitches at the thought of Ava’s delicious mouth and all the things my innocent girl can do with it. After she left my office last night, I had trouble getting her out of my head. We’ve been sneaking around the hospital for three weeks now and lucky enough to have the same shifts. But she’s off tonight, for the first time since the beginning of her residency.

      I had insisted Ava take the night for herself, instead of making this place her entire life. Because it will be her life for the next seven years. Except now I miss her like fucking crazy and wish she were here. It has been years since I felt this way about a woman, long before I became a doctor. The girl who broke my heart and left me after medical school did a number on my heart that even a cardiothoracic surgeon couldn’t fix. I had a broken heart—there’s no better way to describe the void she had left behind.

      I never expected Ava to fill it. From the start, she was quirky and weird, but she was also exactly what I had needed. I just didn’t know it until I met her. Some days, I wonder if it’s only about the sex, because I cannot stop myself from getting lost inside Ava. But there is a deeper connection between us that I have felt since the night we met. We just haven’t had a chance to explore that part of our relationship.

      I swear it’s as though my dick has been hard since the first time I saw her. I jerked off twice today, and no matter what I do, I cannot get this never-ending erection to go away. As a medical doctor, even I am wondering how this is scientifically possible.

      I dial Ava’s number on my cell phone and hold it up to my ear. Ava answers on the first ring, her voice bubbly and full of life. My God, I missed her. I can’t believe I miss her, but I do.

      “I need to see you,” I breathe into the speaker.

      “When?” she asks without hesitation.

      “Now. I need to see you now. I have something I need you to take care of for me.”

      She laughs. “Is it long and hard and gives me multiple orgasms?”

      Ava is so adorable that I chuckle. “Yes. I need some assistance. My cock misses your mouth.”

      “Just my mouth?” she says, goading me.

      “And your pussy. Can you meet me here? I have to check in on Dr. Walsh’s procedure around seven.”

      “I’ll be there in about thirty minutes.”

      I let out a sigh of relief. “Good girl. I’ll meet you in our usual spot and don’t wear any panties.”

      “Yes, sir,” she coos and then the line goes dead.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I beat Ava up to the on-call room, in a rush to be inside her again. This woman is becoming an addiction, one that could kill me if I let her. Or at the very least kill my career. Ever since our fling had started, I kept telling myself that I needed one more time, before I could kick this habit. I never took risks like this with any of the women I hooked up with in the past.

      I was hoping Ava would listen and not wear any underwear. But she did one better. She waltzes into the room in high heels, a mini skirt, and a low-cut tank top that hugs her curves and leaves nothing to the imagination. The sight of her in this outfit has me unzipping my pants, already waiting with my cock in my hand, giving myself a few strokes.

      “Lock the door and sit down,” I tell Ava.

      She bites down on her bottom lip, thinking over my request before she does as I ask. I take in the sight of her, vulnerable and willing, as she sucks in a deep breath. Ava stares into my eyes as if she wants me. I know she does.

      She walks past me, sits on the couch, and crosses her legs. I continue to stare at her, allow my eyes to wander until I have taken in every part of her delicious body.

      “Did you do as I asked?” My tone is firm.

      “Yes, sir,” she hisses, with a seductive look in her eyes.

      I lick my lips and drop to the floor in front of her. “Let me see.”

      She glances down at her legs, and then up at me, as if she wants me to give her the next instruction. So, I do.

      “Spread your legs and show me your pussy.”

      Ava separates her thighs for me, opening them wide enough to give me a good look. She’s shaved and already wet for me. Her skin glistens with her juices that cause my dick to get harder, cutting off oxygen. I need some form of relief, so I grip my shaft and stroke my cock.

      I sit back just enough so she can see what she’s doing to me. “I want you to touch yourself for me, and then I’ll reward you for being a good girl.”

      She rubs her clit for me, and it takes every ounce of self-control I have to sit and watch, while I jerk myself off. But I’m weak. I dip my head between her legs and glide my tongue across her folds, too greedy to wait for her to finish. I need to taste every part of her, lap up her juices and feel her come undone beneath me. Neither of us loses momentum, both of us so close to climax.

      Ava threads her fingers through my short hair with one hand and continues playing with her pussy with the other. She moans my name, but instead of Sloan, she screams Doc. I want to feel her come, so I slide two fingers inside her wetness, still stroking my shaft with my other hand. She lets out a soft moan that makes me work harder, faster. Within seconds, she clamps down on my fingers, her pussy holding them in a vise.

      I give her a second to relax before I slide my fingers out of her and suck her juices from them. Still holding onto my cock, I coming to a standing and position myself in front of her. “Open your mouth,” I command, and she leans forward to lick my sensitive skin.

      Wrapping her plump lips around my cock, she peeks up at me. I take her hair between my fingers, holding her head in a vise. She massages my balls with one hand and strokes my shaft with the other, and my entire body trembles from her touch. I come so fucking hard I think Ava has trouble sucking down all of it. But she licks her lips and removes my cock from her mouth. Until I met Ava, I thought pussy was just pussy, no matter where I got it from. But sex is different with this woman.

      I love that Ava has no problems with our little game, even though this is not exactly a game that either of us can win. But it sure as hell feels like one when we’re together. Ava challenges me in ways she doesn’t even realize. She mostly challenges me mentally, because she has done a number on me.

      “This couch sucks. Get up and bend over the desk in the corner.” I point and she follows my finger, complying once again with my request.

      I love that she doesn’t talk back. She allows me to be the boss, always in control of the situation.

      She moves the chair away from the desk and sinks her elbows into the wood, changing her position a few times before she looks over at me with a smile. “Is this how you want me?”

      “Yes, stay just like that.” I grab hold of my pants that are still around my ankles and pull them up just enough, so I don’t trip on them as I make my way over to Ava. I remove a condom from my pocket, position myself behind her, and rip the foil packet open with my teeth, spitting it on the floor.

      I roll on a condom, and then rub my hand over Ava’s bare ass. She moans when I spank her tight ass, leaving my handprint on her skin. Spreading her legs wider with my hands, I bend down to kiss each of her ass cheeks, before slipping my tongue between her folds once more. I love the ways she tastes, so much so that I can never get enough.

      Ava rewards me with another moan as I travel from her slickness up to her ass cheeks, the stubble along my jaw grazing her soft skin.

      “Stop torturing me,” she hisses and reaches around to grab my cock in her hand.

      Guiding me inside her, she presses her cheek to the wooden desk, and glances over her shoulder at me, as I enter her. I grab hold of her shoulder with one hand and her hip with the other to keep her where I want her. And she continues to peek up at me, moaning my name. Just as her grip tightens on my cock, a knock on the door stops me in my tracks.

      I was so consumed by the moment that I hadn’t realized how much time we had spent in this room. We’re in the middle of shift change. How stupid of me not to think this through. Fuck. This woman drives me to do stupid things that could cost us both.

      “Maybe if we stay quiet they will go away,” Ava chokes out between breaths.

      Raising my left arm, I peek at my watch and sigh. “No, I don’t think that will happen.” I pull out of Ava and quickly dispose of the condom.

      The person on the other end of the door is definitely not leaving until we come out. Ava pushes her skirt down over her thighs and combs her fingers through her hair. She looks like a mess with how hard I had tugged her hair. Even her mascara is smudged from the tears that streamed down her face while she sucked my cock.

      Looking around the room, my heart races as I try to come up with a solution. Then, it hits me. I’m still in my lab coat and scrubs. I can put a cap and mask on and exit with it covering most of my head and face. That should hopefully be enough to pretend as though I’m rushing out the door to answer a page. Well, it’s not like a surgeon would prepare this far in advance without taking all the necessary health and safety precautions, but I have no choice but to improvise.

      For all the person on the other end of the door knows, I am a resident who practically lives in this room. I turn to Ava and she bites down on her lip, looking anxious.

      “What’s the plan?” Ava asks me.

      I lift my lab coat from the couch and remove the cap and mask from my pocket. I don’t make a habit of carrying them around with me, but I had stopped by the operating room on my way to my office to check on a patient. Thank God for that emergency stop.

      “I’m going to run out of here, as if I’m late for a surgery, and you will stay behind. Tell whoever is on the other side that you were in here getting changed after your shift and that I came in here to grab my coat that I had left behind.”

      “Okay,” she breathes, helping me tie the light blue cap at the back of my head. “I can do that. But that doesn’t explain why the door is locked.”

      Once I get the mask and cap in place, I hook my arm around her back and pull her into my arms. “It will be okay. Just follow the plan. Call me when you get home and let me know how you made out. Don’t get nervous and tell the truth.”

      “I know,” she says, with a smile. “I can handle this. Now, go before you get caught. Don’t worry about me.”

      “It’s hard not to.” I release her from my grasp and head to the door.

      Based on her appearance, I doubt the person on the other side will buy her story, but it will give me some time to make my escape.

      “Hey, Doc,” she says, as my fingers graze the door knob.

      I look over my shoulder at her. “Make sure you hide your name. It’s sewn into your pocket.”

      Checking the breast of my lab coat, I grunt in frustration. It wouldn’t take much for someone to get a glimpse of my name and report it to someone in human resources. I mutter thank you under my breath and then open the door.

      A balding man is standing in the hallway with his hands on his hips, eyeing me up. Judging by the color of his scrubs, he’s a resident and not important enough for me to care. But what if he recognizes me? Fuck. I cover my name and dart down the hall to my left, as he moves past me to get into the room.

      Nervous for Ava, I wait until I reach the end of the hall, stopping before the elevator bank to see if she made her escape. A minute passes after the door closes over and still nothing. Now, I’m nervous. I have to go back for her, no matter what the risk.
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      AVA

      

      After fingering myself in front of Sloan and sucking him off, I was ready for him to finish inside me. But the moron knocking on the door had other plans. Seconds after Sloan walked out of the on-call room, a man stepped inside as if he owned the place. I attempt to move past him, but he blocks my view of the door. He’s like a human shield, his shoulders broad and muscles flexing beneath the fabric stretched across his bulky frame.

      “Can you please get out of my way? I have someplace to be.”

      “What were you doing in here?” He challenges me, stepping forward so that my nose smashes into his chest.

      “I was getting changed, if you must know.”

      “Where is your bag then? If I didn’t know any better, I would say you were in here with that doctor.”

      “Well, you don’t know shit, so back off, buddy.” I step forward and into his chest, doing my best to move him to the side. But I am powerless against someone his size.

      He glances down at my too-short skirt and tight top that has my cleavage popping out, my breasts shoved out like an offering. I look as cheap as I feel.

      He licks his lips and tugs at the string of his scrub bottoms. “I guess it’s my turn now, seeing as you are in the room where I’m supposed to sleep.”

      “You can go to sleep now. I was just leaving,” I choke out, terrified of this man.

      He’s not much older than me, give or take a few years, but nowhere near as handsome as Sloan. Not even close. In fact, his attitude makes him even more repulsive.

      “How can I sleep when the room stinks of sex?”

      I shove into his chest in an attempt to move him. “Get out of my way.”

      I try to step around him and he pushes out his hand. Then, I duck under his arm, but he catches me before I can break away. He slides his hand up my arms and holds me in place. I cringe at the thought of what he has planned for me. Tears stream down my face and my body trembles.

      “Just let me go, already. Get your hands off.” I shake him loose, or at least I think until I realize the door is now open and Sloan has this man up against the wall.

      Sloan moves his hand to the man’s throat, the mask thankfully still covering his face, but the name on his lab coat is showing. “Touch my girl again, and I will kill you.”

      The guy gasps for air, reaching for Sloan’s hand.

      “Let’s just go,” I say to Sloan.

      Sloan finally releases the man and leads me out of the room and into the hallway. He slams the door behind us and cups my face in his hands. “Are you okay, Ava? Did he hurt you?”

      Over the past few weeks, I have learned a lot about Sloan Hart. He’s cold, closed off, and only responds when sex is involved. And even when he gets what he wants, he’s moody and arrogant, overconfident and full of himself. Sure, he has a big dick, and he thinks that gives him the right to be an ass, but that side of him turns me on. It shouldn’t, but it does. I love when he orders me around and barks orders at me. And watching him take control with that man who was about to hurt me gives me a sense of pride.

      “You called me your girl,” I say with a smile.

      “Yeah, so? That’s what you are.” He releases my face and drops his hands at his sides, scanning the hall to make sure no one saw us together.

      “I like the sound of it.”

      He sucks in a deep breath and lets it out. “Me too. It still feels weird to think of anyone that way, but there was something about you from the start, Ava. And I can’t stay away from you.”

      “There’s no man I would rather be with than you,” I confess.

      “Good,” he whispers, “because you’re mine, and no one is ever going to put their hands on you ever again unless they want to end up in the morgue.”

      “That’s a bit dramatic, don’t you think?”

      “I’m protective of my property,” he says, as if that is a normal thing to say to a woman. But I like the sound of it.

      “I’m yours,” I say.

      “And only mine,” he adds with a sexy smirk.

      It’s a ghost town around here after the shift change, with people too busy to notice. We get to share a few minutes of peace together without anyone rushing down the hallway, bothering us.

      Before Sloan, I had only ever been with a few men, and the sex was nothing like what I have with him. They weren’t forceful and in your face like Sloan. But that’s what I like about him. My nipples harden with one look from Sloan, let alone when he touches me. My legs are still trembling from our encounter, and my pussy aches with need. I can never get enough of my new mentor.

      Sloan removes a set of keys from his pocket and unhooks one from the ring. He places it in my hand and covers my fingers over it. “This is the key to my apartment. Drive there right now and wait for me. I want you in my bed wearing nothing but a smile. Do you understand?”

      “Yes, sir,” I whisper.

      I don’t miss the flicker of passion in his eyes. We are so sick, yet so right for each other. All we do is have sex, but when the sex is this good, it’s hard not to become addicted to one another.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Sloan’s apartment is one of the nicest places I have seen in person. It’s cold and closed off, like a museum, yet somewhat inviting. It has its certain charms that make it easier to feel at home. With its open floor plan, vaulted ceilings, and spacious rooms, I take my time studying every feature of every room. I was too busy taking off my clothes the last time I was here.

      I bet Sloan would kill me for going through his place, as if I own the joint, but he’s the one who gave me a key. If he didn’t want me to get comfortable, he wouldn’t have done something as intimate as handing over control of his house. This is what a man does with his long-term girlfriend—not the woman he has sex with between breaks. But we have become more to each other than just a cheap and quick fuck in the on-call room.

      Two hours later, Sloan slams the door behind him, shaking the walls. By the sounds of it, he must be in a bad mood. Should I stay in bed and wait for him, as he had instructed, or do I go out there and greet him?

      Glasses clang together in the kitchen, followed by a bottle being uncorked. I lean back against the headboard and open my thighs wide enough to give Sloan a perfect view. He strolls into the bedroom with two wine glasses in one hand and a bottle in the other.

      “Mmm…” Sloan mutters and then licks his lips.

      He sets the glasses on the bedside table and takes a sip from the bottle, before handing it to me.

      “Doesn’t this defeat the purpose of the glasses?”

      “After seeing how wet you are for me, fuck the wine. I want to taste your pussy.” Sloan clasps my biceps with a wicked grin on his handsome face and pulls me toward him.

      Luring me in with his lecherous gaze, he stares so intently at me that I feel as though I am a patient he wants to study. I have the need to satisfy him, indulge him and his fantasies. Gripping my face in his hands, Sloan kisses me with so much passion my head spins from the intensity. He’s rough and aggressive when his hands thread through my hair.

      Clamping a hand down on my shoulder, Sloan spins me around and flips me onto my stomach. He grips my hips and moves me where he wants. My lips brush against the comforter, and his manly scent fills my nostrils, as he grips my hair and holds me in place.

      “Spread your legs,” he demands and shoves his knee between my thighs. “Wider,” he growls into my ear, leaning over me.

      “Mmm…”

      By the time his hand slides up my inner thigh, my entire body is on fire, desperate for more. He takes my ass in his hands before crouching down to kiss my bare skin, torturing me. Burying his face between my legs, he breathes against my pussy, causing my toes to curl. I moan, softly, gripping the sheets between my fingers as his tongue slips between my folds. Unable to move or think straight, I scream his name, allowing myself to get lost in the moment. This is our first time alone, without fear of getting caught, in weeks.

      Sloan shoves two fingers inside me, his tongue bringing me to the point of convulsing. My entire body sets on fire from Sloan hitting every sensitive spot at once. He stops moving just long enough for me to panic.

      What the fuck is he doing? Don’t stop!

      Before I can ask, he says, “Ava, are you listening to me?”

      “Uh-huh,” I mutter, nervous about what will come next.

      “Good. I want you to come all over my fingers and face and do it quickly. Understand?”

      “Yes,” I say with a smile, because that’s an order I know I can follow.

      “That’s a good girl,” he says and gets back to work.

      Once again, he holds my ass tighter, moving my legs further apart so he can lick every bit of my juices. His tongue is like magic that casts a spell on me. My body grows warmer, and my mind goes blank as my heart rate speeds up. At least I know I won’t disappoint him. He wants me to come for him, and I have no problem doing just that.

      My orgasm is mind-shattering, life changing, taking me to the point of ecstasy I have never felt before. My new boss is a sex god, plain and simple. There’s no other way to describe this man and the multiple orgasms he gives me. I moan so loud I scream against the mattress to stifle the sound. Not that it matters now that we’re alone.

      I’m usually trying to hide the fact we are together while in public places. Neither of us needs to lose our job over our relationship when we’re both consenting adults. But we still have to be careful, out of fear out being caught. In his bedroom, I can be free and let loose. I remind myself of that fact and do just that.

      I moan one last time, my entire body shaking in the process. “Oh. My. God.” Smashing my cheek into the mattress, I lean my head to the side, out of breath.

      I expect him to fuck me, but instead, he smacks me on the ass, hitting me hard enough to leave a mark. But it feels good, and I want him to do it again. Sloan leans over me to twist my hair in his hands, forcing me to look up at him. “Thank you for dinner, Ava. Your pussy was exactly what I wanted to eat.”

      I have no idea what to say, but I lay there, confused. Then, he wipes his mouth with the back of his hand and fixes the bulge in his pants.

      He’s hard, so why doesn’t he want to fuck me?

      “Get up,” he orders, giving me a look that could cut through glass. “Go get ready. I’m taking you somewhere.”

      “Umm…okay.” My voice is shaky when I speak. “Where are we going?”

      He presses his mouth to mine, the taste of my juices still on his lips. “Now, if I tell you that would ruin the surprise, wouldn’t it?”

      With both of his hands gripping my shoulders, he holds me in place, making my head spin when he kisses me. His tongue tangles with mine, the passion behind each kiss so overwhelming. When our mouths finally separate, I have trouble catching my breath. In awe of this man, I am speechless of the power his kiss has over me. And once he takes a step back and locks eyes with me, he leaves me wanting more.

      “Ava,” he says, snapping me out of the trance he has me under, summoning me back to reality.

      “Yes.” My voice is a whisper in the silent room.

      “I wasn’t joking. I bought you something to wear. It’s in the living room. Now, go get dressed.”

      I nod and follow him into the hallway without another word. My body tingles at the thought of our plans.
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      AVA

      

      For most of our drive through the city, Sloan held his hand over mine on my thigh, neither of us speaking to one another. It was nice to sit next to someone without feeling the need to use words to communicate. But he has yet to explain why he bought me a black knee-length dress that has cap sleeves and beautiful chiffon overlay. Paired with the heels I wore to meet him in the on-call room, the outfit looks complete, but too fancy for dinner.

      I give his hand a squeeze to grab his attention. “Where are you taking me? The suspense is killing me.”

      He turns his head, giving me one of his sexy smirks that melt the panties right off my body. “I told you before we left that it’s a surprise.”

      “Can I get a hint?”

      “It’s work-related. How about that?”

      I glance down at my dress, all of a sudden feeling too dressed up to attend a work function in this outfit.

      “You look beautiful,” he says, noticing my confusion. “All eyes will be on you but for the right reasons.”

      I narrow my eyes at him. “Are you insane? Take me to my place. We can’t be seen together. Not with our colleagues around.”

      “It’s not what you think, Ava. Just chill out and let me surprise you without flipping out. Okay? Can you do that for me?”

      I nod. “I suppose I can do that.”

      “Do you really think I would take you somewhere that would directly impact both of our careers? I like you, but I’m not a masochist. I worked my ass off to pay my way through medical school and to get where I am today. Don’t take this the wrong way, but no sex in the world is worth ruining my career over. So, believe me when I say that tonight is not about us. This is a good surprise. Do you trust me?”

      “Yes,” I say without hesitation, which sounds strange on the tip of my tongue. “I think so.”

      How can I trust a man I have known for less than a month? Somehow, I do. When I’m with Sloan, he makes me feel secure in my own skin, something I hadn’t experienced before him. I was too busy with school or working to consider a relationship. Is that what I want with Sloan? The closer we get, the more I think our hookups in the on-call room could turn into more. Maybe. But our careers will always come first.

      Sloan parks the car in front of an upscale restaurant illuminated by a red-and-white sign that reads Dolce. A long black-and-red awning hangs over the entryway guarded by two men in suits. I’d heard of this restaurant in the Philadelphia Inquirer. They were raving about the truffles flown in from Italy and the bar that boasts a menu of top-shelf liquors worth hundreds of dollars per shot. At least my attire fits the occasion.

      A man steps out from behind the valet stand at the curb and opens my door. “Welcome to Dolce,” he says, extending his hand to help me out of the car.

      He holds my hand until my feet land on the curb, at which point Sloan takes over for him. Feeling unsure about holding hands in public, I unhook my fingers from his and give us some space. We need it. My heart speeds up from his touch, the loss of his heat creating a hunger inside me. While my mind says one thing, my body does another. Traitor.

      “Don’t forget to breathe,” Sloan tells me. “You look like a corpse right now. I’m not into necrophilia.”

      I laugh and elbow him in the side. “Jerk. I’m nervous. Why wouldn’t I be? You are being so damn cryptic. I’m on edge, dying to know what we are doing here.”

      He smiles in response. “Be patient, beautiful.”

      We step inside, and the scents of garlic and herbs assault my senses. It smells so amazing. I can practically taste it on my tongue. The space is deceptively large with a second floor that overlooks an open kitchen you can see into from every angle. The walls are brick, and the floor is a dark shade of bamboo that shines in the dim light. In the far corner, there’s a wine bar made of casks, set up for tastings. The place is simple yet elegant, giving off a homey Italian vibe.

      Behind the host desk, a young woman with long dark hair greets us with a wide grin. She welcomes us to Dolce, eyeing up Sloan as if I am not standing next to him.

      “We’re here for the donors event,” Sloan says to her.

      I peek up at him, still confused, wondering why the hell we are going to a donors party. Blood donors? Organ donors? What the hell are we doing here?

      She escorts us through the dining area to a private room in the back, checking out Sloan over her shoulder as she makes polite conversation with us. French doors open to an impressive space with leather couches built into the walls and dinner tables placed throughout the room, with fresh flowers and lit candles on all the tabletops. On our right is a long wooden bar that ends at the entrance to the kitchen.

      Packed with men and women in formal wear, from the bar to the couches, I can hardly see a foot in front of me. Some of the people in the private dining room look somewhat familiar, though I can’t quite place their faces. Not until someone calls Sloan Dr. Hart does it dawn on my why I know some of them. It’s a donor party, as in rich men who give money to the hospital to create new wings and fund some of our projects.

      Why am I here? Now, I’m even more confused.

      I tug on Sloan’s suit jacket to get his attention. “Explain,” I whisper to him.

      He dips down to my height. The heat from his breath on the back of my neck sends chills down my spine. “The chief told me to pick a first-year resident to bring to the party, and since your father is one of the donors being honored, I thought you would like to see him.”

      My mouth widens in surprise when I follow Sloan’s finger to find my father at the other end of it. Across the room, dressed in one of his signature Ralph Lauren suits, Dr. Lawrence Roberts looks like a million bucks. Whether it’s his scrubs and lab coat or a tailored suit, my father exudes confidence and wealth. A brilliant man, one who comes from a long line of successful doctors, raised me to walk in his shoes. Cardio is where he thinks I belong. I still have no idea where I fit.

      With Sloan at my side, I stroll over to meet my dad, who has a group of men hovering around him, hanging on to his every word. He has the kind of magnetism I saw in Sloan from the start. People are drawn to men like my father and Sloan. It’s not just their good looks or killer charm. No, they impress with their minds, a quality I love most about each of them.

      My dad’s face lights up when he locks eyes with me. “Excuse me,” he says to the men next to him and makes his way toward me. He kisses me on each cheek as he pulls me into his arms. “Darling, I had no idea you would be here.”

      I kiss him back and laugh. “Well, I guess that makes two of us. I had no idea I was coming here until an hour ago.”

      He smiles, holding me at arm’s length. “You were chosen as the first-year resident. I’m happy to hear it. Of course you were. Anyone who knows their ass from a hole in the ground knows the Roberts name means something in this town.”

      Sloan holds out his hand for my father to shake. “Dr. Roberts, nice to see you again.”

      “Ahh, Dr. Hart, I see you have good taste. The apple doesn’t fall too far from the tree with my daughter. I can assure you she will be the best in her residency class.”

      “She already is,” Sloan confesses. “Ava helped me with a exploratory laparotomy on her first day. She’s a very gifted doctor. I have no doubt that some day she will become one of our top surgeons at Penn General.”

      “Glad to hear it,” my dad says with pride. “Pretty soon Ava will be assisting me with triple bypass surgeries. From there, the sky’s the limit.”

      “Dad, I haven’t picked a specialty yet,” I remind him because he seems to need one all the time.

      “Cardio is in your blood. You know what they say, the heart wants what the heart wants. You will see for yourself soon enough.”

      My father loves to make his usual lame jokes about the heart. At least he’s not a dentist. I would have to hear stupid jokes about plaque. Well, I still hear his plaque jokes, except he’s referring to the kind that builds up in your arteries.

      “General surgery is just as good,” Sloan says to my dad. “It provides a surgeon with more opportunities to expand their horizon.”

      In typical Lawrence Roberts fashion, he flashes a smile that I know is forced and pats Sloan on the arm. “Of course. It’s just as admirable. But my Ava will follow in my footsteps. I know she will make the right choice.”

      Translation—nothing is better than cardiothoracic surgery. I have no choice. My father made it for me when I was a child. In fact, he probably made it for me before I was even born. The Cardiology wing at Penn General is named for my great grandfather, Wellington Roberts III. So, when my father says I was born into cardio, he’s not kidding.

      As much as I try to deny him, even I know that cardio is very much in my blood. That doesn’t mean I can’t give him a hard time in the process. My mother was my father’s nurse anesthetist. Much like Sloan and me, they met at the hospital where my father began his residency. Even my mom convinces me on a weekly basis to choose what I already know will be my endgame.

      “There is no right or wrong choice,” Sloan says to my father, holding his ground.

      Dad goes rigid from his comment. But only someone who knows him as well as I do would notice the slight change in his stance, the way he carefully bites his tongue. “I suppose that is true.”

      As always, my dear old dad shoots back with a politician’s response. I have no doubt I will hear an earful about Sloan tomorrow. I like Sloan more than I already did for challenging my dad—because no one ever voices their opinion with him. Other than me.

      “I have to make my rounds,” my dad says to me, now ignoring Sloan’s gaze. He’s pissed, as I knew he would be the minute Sloan opened his mouth. “Make sure you mingle, Ava. One day one of these men could be funding your passion project. Make a good impression.”

      I give him a closed-mouth smile and nod.

      My dad tips his head at Sloan. “Dr. Hart. A pleasure, as always.”

      Translation: He doesn’t like Sloan. Well, fuck me. If my dad doesn’t approve of Sloan, he sure as hell won’t like the fact that I am sort of dating him. Sloan is the director of my residency program, which is no small feat. It takes years of training and skill to hold such a coveted position at a teaching hospital such as Penn General.

      Sloan bends down to whisper into my ear. “I forgot to mention that your dad doesn’t like me. Oops!”

      I laugh at his words and almost lean back and into his chest, before realizing I cannot show any form of affection for him in front of our peers. “That’s because you challenge him.” I turn to face him and lower my voice. “You have no idea how much that turned me on. I love that you don’t give a shit what people think about you. It’s sexy.”

      “What’s sexy is you in this fucking dress. I can’t wait to take it off you.”

      I cover my mouth and laugh, the blush from my cheeks creeping down to my chest. “Now that you mention it, I read in the Philadelphia Inquirer that Dolce has super fancy bathrooms. Wanna go see if they were right?”

      He shakes his head, a smile on his lips. “How about I introduce you to some of the men who can help you throughout your career. Then, I’d be more than happy to bend you over the sink and fuck your tight pussy.”

      Afraid someone can hear us, I glance over each shoulder, relieved when I find there’s enough distance between the people moving past us throughout the room and us.

      I brush my fingers against his, even though I want to give his hand a squeeze. At least for now, just feeling his warmth is enough for me. “Sounds like a plan. Lead the way, Dr. Hart.”

      He extends his arm, telling me to go ahead of him. “After you, Dr. Roberts.”

      Best. Night. Ever.
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      SLOAN

      

      I have no idea what I am doing right now. Ever since I choked that bastard in the on-call room last month, my relationship with Ava has progressed into something more. I have no idea how to classify what we are doing together. This is all new for me. The last time I took a woman on an actual date was back in medical school. Now, I’m sitting in the parking garage with Ava, wondering if this is a good idea. Somehow, I am at ease when Ava is around, a level of comfort I have not felt in years.

      I reach across the center console to touch her face and brush a strand of loose hair behind her ear. Ava is so gorgeous and innocent. Too bad I have ruined her, turned her into my little whore. But she’s become so much more to me. The sex is only a perk of our relationship.

      She turns to look at me, nervous and biting down on her bottom lip.

      I lean in closer and breathe against her lips. “What are you doing to me, woman? I never thought much of relationships until I met you.”

      “It’s been close to two months since we met. I never thought you would be anything to me other than a one-night stand. This terrifies me. I thought surgery would, but I was wrong because you scare me to death.”

      “You have no reason to be afraid.” I flash a wicked smile, rubbing her chin with my thumb. “I will take care of you.”

      She covers my hand with hers and kisses my skin, sending chills down my spine. “I want you, Sloan, but what if we get caught and lose our jobs?”

      “You leave the worrying to me, okay?”

      She slides her hand onto my thigh and gives it a squeeze. “It’s hard not to worry. I love working at the hospital. We have both busted our asses to get to where we are in our careers. I don’t want to see you lose your job and me get thrown out of the residency program. My dad would kill me. Everything I have worked so hard to achieve would all have been for nothing.”

      “We can make this work,” I say to reassure her, even though I am not convinced this won’t end badly for both of us. “I want you in my life as more than just a girl I meet in the on-call room. This is not just about sex for me. Not anymore. It hasn’t been for a while now.”

      “Me either,” she whispers against my hand. “I really like you, Sloan. Hell, I more than like you. This was supposed to be a one-night stand, but our relationship has become so much more to me. I don’t want to lose you over something as stupid as hospital rules.”

      “And you won’t,” I say against her lips.

      She shudders from my breath and leans in to give me a quick kiss. “I am starting to care about you, Sloan. You’re more than just my boss and my lover.”

      “I only have one more month as the residency director and your teacher. It will all work itself out. Give it time. No one knows about us but Dr. Carlyle, right?”

      She nods. “Just Stacey. She would never tell anyone.” Ava sinks into the leather and bites her cheek. “What if this doesn’t work out between us? Aren’t you afraid of what will happen?”

      “I have no idea what will happen next week, let alone a month from now. Let’s take this one day at a time. I’d like to start with dinners, maybe a movie, if you want.”

      She takes my hand in hers and squeezes. “I’ve seen doctors and nurses lose their jobs over what we are doing. The on-call room is supposed to be for breaks and sleeping—not for sex.”

      “We’ll have to stop having sex at the hospital and save it for when we’re at my place.”

      “What about my apartment?”

      I take a second to contemplate her question.

      “It’s one thing for Dr. Carlyle to know we are together, but it’s another for her to be on the other side of the wall when I’m fucking you.”

      She leans over the shifter to rub my inner thigh. “Good point.”

      Grabbing her hand, I hold it over my growing erection. She studies my face with those big, blue eyes that place me under her spell.

      “I need your help with this,” I say, rubbing her hand over my cock.

      She nods, smiling with her eyes.

      I unzip my pants and fist my cock in my hand. Ava’s mouth widens.

      “I want your lips wrapped around my cock.”

      She does as I command, and like a good girl, she listens. Now, she’s all mine. I thread my fingers through her hair as she sucks me off, taking me to that point of ecstasy.

      After she’s done sucking my cock, she wipes her mouth, and I push up her skirt. “Take off your panties and get over here.” I hit the button on the side of my seat to move it back far enough for her to straddle me.

      She glances around the vacant parking lot, searching for people, before she removes her panties and hops over the shifter and onto my lap. This side of the lot only has a few cars, and I have tinted windows. For as much as I paid for this car, I need privacy and the dark tint gives us exactly that.

      “Stop worrying, beautiful,” I say, lifting a piece of hair out of her eyes to tuck it behind her ear. “No one will see us.” Then, I grab the back of her head so I can slip my tongue inside her mouth, holding onto her to deepen the kiss.

      She grinds her soaking wet pussy against my cock, making me harder with each movement.

      Breaking away from her lips, I whisper, “Are you still on the pill?”

      “Yes,” she hisses, rubbing her clit along my sensitive skin. “Now, you’re the one who needs to stop worrying and fuck me already.”

      “You’re too impatient.” I want to play with her a little while longer, but I want her just as bad as she wants me.

      She positions herself onto my erection, coating my skin with her juices as she slides down, taking all of me at once. “Sloan,” she cries out. She usually calls me Doc during sex. I like the sound of my name on her lips, the sound being ripped from her throat with each orgasm I give her.

      Ava closes her eyes as she holds onto my shoulders and rides me hard and fast, just the way I like it. Once she finally opens her eyes, I grip her hips tight, watching as she comes undone for me. I love seeing her this vulnerable yet in control.

      For years, all I had cared about was my career. I never cared about having a life outside the hospital until I met Ava. Now, she’s all mine. I hope I never have to let her go. But how long can this last? She’s my intern. I’m her teacher. This cannot end well for either of us.
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* * *

      After the hostess seats us at a table in the corner of the second floor at Luciano’s, I scoot along the circular bench and sit in the middle of the massive booth next to Ava. I slide my arm across her shoulders, and she leans her head on my chest for a second, before picking up the menu.

      “This place is nice,” Ava flips open the menu, studying it for a few seconds, before her eyes travel around the crowded restaurant to take in the scenery.

      I brought her to Luciano’s because they have the best Italian food in the city, but also because they are all about exclusivity and privacy—two things that are worth a lot of money to me.

      “You deserve the best, Ava. This is only the beginning of what is to come.”

      She peeks up at me. “What if someone sees us here together?”

      “No one can see us over here.” I take her hand in mine and rest it on my thigh, giving it a quick squeeze. “The closest person is on the other side of the balcony, and no one can see up here from the first floor. We have what I consider the best table in the house. Even if someone saw us together, I’m done hiding how I feel about you, Ava. You need to get that through your pretty little head and live in the moment with me.”

      “What about the hospital? Are we going to tell them about us?”

      I shake my head. “No, not yet, I’m still trying to figure a way around that.”

      “What if we went to human resources and told them we are together before they find out on their own?”

      I shrug against the booth, unsure of the answer myself. All week, I have contemplated how I would tell the hospital about our relationship without both of us being reprimanded.

      “I guess we can consider it, but I’m not sure that will go over well. Give me a few more days to think it through before we make any decisions. “Tonight,” I say, threading my fingers between hers, “I want to enjoy a meal with you, and then eat your pussy for dessert.”

      She blushes, and it’s adorable. Even after all the sneaking off to have sex in public places, Ava still has the same innocence about her I saw the night we met. “Now, you’re just trying to get me wet, aren’t you? Haven’t you had enough of me already?”

      “Nope, I can never get enough of you. It’s been that way from the start.” I smile at her, her expression mirroring mine. “You’re beautiful, smart, and everything I have been waiting for in a woman. And I found you on a dating app, of all places.”

      She blushes. “You’re making me a better doctor. Sometimes, I wonder if you let me scrub in on my first day because we had sex, or if it was because I had earned it. I don’t want the lines to become too blurred when it comes to work and our relationship. I want to earn the surgeries I get.”

      “You earned it,” I say, almost annoyed that she would even think I would allow her to perform surgery on a real, live human being just because we had sex. “Don’t ever doubt that you are a good doctor. In fact, you are the best in your class. So get that shit out of your head.”

      “I love how you always know the right things to say,” she mutters with a dreamy look in her glassy blue eyes. “I love everything about you, Sloan.”

      “No more Doc?”

      She shakes her head. “Nope, I can’t possibly call the man I am falling in love with Doc.”

      Her words somewhat take me by surprise, though I have been asking myself ever since the donor dinner if what I feel for Ava is love. It sure as hell is more than lust. “Do you mean that? You love me?”

      She nods. “Is that crazy?”

      “No,” I say, leaning in to her mouth. “Because I am falling crazy in love with you, too. I never expected to find love, because that would mean caring about someone more than I do my job, but I found it with you, Ava.”

      “I love you, too, Sloan, but I’d like to know more about you. You keep me at a distance from your personal life.”

      I sit up straight and press my body into hers, cradling her with my warmth. “I work more than anything. I have no life anymore.”

      “I’m serious. I would like to know more about you. Why did you want to become a doctor? What led you to become the man you are today?”

      “Is that all you want to know?”

      “Let’s start with some of the basics, I guess. There’s one question I would love to know the answer to more than anything. Why did you have rules about one-night stands when we met?”

      I sigh at her words. “So I didn’t get hurt again.”

      “Again?” She narrows her eyes at me, awaiting a response.

      “Yep, again. I dated this girl in medical school who was pretty much my world. Other than medicine, there wasn’t much I loved more than her.”

      Ava sinks further into the leather seat and peeks over at me with curious eyes. “What happened?”

      “She was offered a surgical residency at UCLA. I got one at Penn General. For a while, we tried to make it work long distance. Or at least I tried. She ended up cheating on me with an attending. They got married a few years ago.”

      Ava runs her fingers over my skin, stroking the top of my hand. “My mom always says that things happen for a reason. That shitty experience led you to me.”

      I grin so wide my jaw hurts. “I wouldn’t change meeting you for anything. She wasn’t right for me. It took me much longer to see that. You’re exactly what I want—beautiful, smart, a brilliant surgeon.”

      “You already know why I wanted to become a doctor. I had no choice. My father raised me to become a surgeon. So what’s your story? Why did you choose this life? Every doctor has a reason they wanted to hold someone’s life in their hands.”

      I consider her question for a second, taking far too long to answer, before she cocks an eyebrow at me. Even though I hate telling the story about my past, it’s a part of me she should understand. Unlike Ava’s story, mine is nothing but a series of fucked-up shit that guided me along the way. I’m lucky I made it this far.

      Dredging up the past is one of my least favorite things and the reason why I always keep women at bay. Anytime a woman gets too close to me, they find out why I’m so broken and unwilling to let anyone into my life, and then it doesn’t work out. Work usually gets in the way, where with Ava we share the same love for the profession. Things are easier with Ava. She gets me in ways no else had in the past.

      “Okay, but no judgment and no crying or pity parties. Got it?”

      She holds up her pinky and says, “Promise.”

      “I had a rocky upbringing. I grew up in a tough part of Philly with a dad who never remembered I was alive unless he wanted someone to yell at. He was a dick and a drunk. After my mom died from cancer, he fell apart. My mom wanted me to become a doctor. She said I was too smart, even as a child, to be anything other than a doctor. I was her doctor for a long time. When she got sick, I would take care of her. I would sit at her bedside for hours, taking her temperature and checking her heart rate with the toys she bought me. It was one of those medical bags with a plastic thermometer and stethoscope. Back then, I thought my toys could save her. I was too young to understand that saving a life took more than hope. So, I devoted my time to school and getting good grades, even though I was the biggest fuck up.”

      “I’m so sorry, Sloan,” she mutters with sadness in her eyes.

      “No pity,” I remind her.

      “Right. Keep going. I want to hear it all.”

      “You met some of my friends at The Sixth Floor. Nothing about them is legal, if you get what I’m trying to tell you without actually saying it. They do whatever it takes to get by, and for years, I did whatever was necessary right alongside them. I had no way to pay for college, other than the scholarships I got because of my grades. We were poor, but I guess not poor enough according to the state for me to get a completely free ride. They had no idea my dad spent all of his money on beer, vodka, and sports betting. He loved wasting an entire paycheck on the Eagles, who never won a fucking game he bet on.”

      “What kind of things did you have to do?”

      “Whatever I had to do. The tuition bills kept coming in, and I wasn’t about to end up like my friends. We sold drugs, handled bets for the bookie who lived around the corner from us, and pretty much anything else we could do to survive. My friends had it much worse than me. Even though my dad was a drunk, I was lucky he wasn’t the abusive kind. Instead, he would zone out and forget I even existed. It worked well for both of us. Having such a shitty father made me want to do something with my life, no matter what I had to do to get it. I knew from an early age that I never wanted to be like my old man.”

      “That’s incredible that you were able to overcome so much to get where you are today,” Ava says. “Doesn’t that make you even more nervous about someone finding out about us? You already risked so much in your life to make your dreams come true. A scandal with a resident could ruin your career.”

      More annoyed with myself than anyone, I grunt in frustration. “I guess I keep telling myself that no one will find out and that we can continue this way forever. I’m sorry, Ava. That is my fault. As the interim Residency Program Director, I’m supposed to ensure everyone on my staff is prepared to become a surgeon. Your training should have come first, and instead, I put my needs above yours. We need to change things when we get back to work. From now on, you will learn from me, instead of us sneaking around whenever we get the chance.”

      “I understand, but you didn’t answer my question,” she says. “Aren’t you afraid to have everything you worked so hard to achieve disappear in the blink of an eye because of our inappropriate relationship?”

      “The only thing inappropriate is the hospital’s stupid guidelines. Let me deal with them. I won’t lose my license to practice medicine over sleeping with an intern. We are both consenting adults. You are not receiving any preferential treatment from me, though I doubt some of your fellow interns will see it that way. I choose you because you are the best. Only the best is good enough for my patients. It has nothing to do with us.”

      “It could damage your reputation if people were to find out. Having a bad rep in this business would be just as detrimental to your career.”

      The waitress breaks up our conversation when she asks us what we want to order. I take charge and order chicken Parmesan, served family-style, for us along with two Caesar salads.

      “Enough about me.” I pick up my glass and take a sip of wine. “This night is supposed to be about us, and this conversation is depressing. Let’s worry about the hospital when we cross that bridge. No matter what happens, you let me do the talking. I have a lot of pull at Penn Gen.”

      “I will,” she promises. “And thank you for sharing so much about your past with me, Sloan. I feel like I understand you better already.”

      The corners of my mouth turn up into a smile. “It feels good to talk to someone for a change. I’m so used to holding all of it inside.”

      “You can always talk to me, Sloan.”

      I kiss her on the forehead, and she stirs in my arms, looking up at me with a bright smile.

      “And to think we never would have seen each other again if you weren’t my boss.” She tilts her head to the side and rests her cheek against my chest.

      “Fate, I guess.”

      “I’m glad I was the exception to your rule. Things could have gotten super awkward if you were a dick about it.”

      I grab her hand and then bend down to kiss her neck, pinning her in place so that I can torture her, continuing to leave kisses along her skin.

      “Keep that up, and you will have to meet me in the bathroom for a pre-dinner quickie,” she says, laughing.

      “If that’s what you want,” I whisper against her neck, “I can make that a reality. Just say the word.”

      She sucks in a deep breath when I place her hand on my erection and I slip my other hand beneath her skirt to find that her panties are so fucking wet. I consider bending her over the sink in the bathroom, or fucking her against the wall, like we did at Starbucks. But things are different now that Ava is my girlfriend.

      We’re touching each other over our clothes when the waitress comes back with our salad, interrupting our under-the-table action. She clears her throat to announce her presence and sets the plates in front of us. Embarrassed, her face breaking out in red blotches, Ava avoids eye contact with the waitress and lifts her fork in her hand.

      “I am starved.” I dig into my salad, staring at Ava the entire time. “But I’d much rather eat something else.”

      She smiles so wide it reaches up to her bright blue eyes. “Let’s save that for dessert.”

      I return her smile and shove the lettuce into my mouth, thinking about her lips and what I want to do with them, as I eat my food.
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      AVA

      

      This weekend was chaotic, with Sloan and I trying to juggle our shifts, all while having a relationship. It still doesn’t feel real. None of it. Not a single minute I spend with Sloan. After only a few short months with the man I am head over heels in love with, everything seems to be falling into place.

      Sloan has two more days as the Residency Program Director, so close to no longer being my direct supervisor and teacher. That is, until I walk through the door and get cornered by a woman in a navy pinstripe pants suit.

      She has a look about her that screams business, which makes my stomach tighten at the thought. “Dr. Roberts,” she says, extending her hand to me in front of the nurses station.

      “Yes, that’s me.” I shake her hand, the nerves causing me to tremble.

      Who is she and what does she want?

      “I’m Susan Connelly from human resources. I need to speak with you in private. Can I have a few minutes of your time?”

      If only I had a few seconds to prepare myself for this conversation. This has to be about Sloan and me. But how did they find out? Ever since we decided to solidify our relationship, we stuck to our agreement not to have sex in the hospital. We even distanced ourselves from each other more than normal.

      “Of course,” I mutter, saying a silent prayer that I can make it through this meeting without messing up my relationship with Sloan.

      His career means everything to him, as does mine, and now that I know him on a more personal level, I also know how important being a doctor is to him. How important it is to me to be a doctor. This hospital is both of our lives. I have to cover for him. There’s no way around it. He promised to lie for me, do whatever was necessary to keep our secret.

      I follow behind Susan, as if I am walking down the plank to my execution, about to take the plunge. We take the elevator up to the fourth floor in silence, which works in my favor, because I am so anxious that the nerves bubble up in my throat, choking me. I’d waited for this moment from the first time I had sex with Sloan in the hospital. After finally getting our acts together, it’s a bit of a shock to have it come bite us in the ass now.

      When I walk into the conference room with Susan, I gasp at the sight of Sloan at the end of the long table, confirming my suspicions. He seems unfazed, with an unreadable expression on his face, as he tugs at his open lab coat and pushes it out at his side. As always, Sloan looks sexy-as-fuck and so comfortable in his skin that he puts me at ease. His eyes tell me that he has this situation under control. We have a way of communicating without using words.

      “Take a seat, Dr. Roberts.” Susan points at the chair next to Sloan and sits on the opposite side of the table. “We have a lot to discuss.”

      A chill runs through me just thinking about what will happen next. We knew what we were doing was wrong and that we could get caught at any moment, yet we kept doing the wrong thing because deep down it felt right. And I stand by that decision. While our dirty sex in an on-call room was cheap, it wasn’t meaningless. Now, we both have more than what we had bargained for at the beginning of this relationship.

      I never thought I would end up with a man like Sloan. A small part of me had envisioned myself with a man who would run after the kids while I worked at the hospital. But my life has changed since I met Sloan. He flipped it upside down and now there’s no turning back. We changed each other, and by doing so, we started to build something real, something worth protecting.

      My instinct to fight gnaws at me, as I sit next to Sloan and wait for our punishment. There’s no way we are getting out of this room without at least a slap on the wrist. Susan flips through a folder in front of her without a word. She doesn’t move an inch until the door to the room opens and the doctor who Sloan choked steps inside.

      Sloan’s jaw clenches at the sight of the man who would have done who knows what to me had Sloan not come to my rescue.

      “This is bullshit,” Sloan hisses under his breath and balls his hands into fists on his thighs.

      Susan looks at the bastard who takes his place next to her, the man staring across the table at us. “Dr. Hart,” she says, turning to face Sloan with her hands folded in front of her on the table. “Dr. Sully is accusing you of sleeping with Dr. Roberts in the on-call room. As you are aware, these are serious allegations that violate hospital policies. Have you had sexual relations with Dr. Roberts?”

      Sloan grinds his teeth together, glaring at the doctor as if he’s about to leap across the table and rip out his eyeballs. But when he speaks, his voice is level and with more control than I had expected, though I should have known better. “The allegations are true.”

      My mouth opens shock, his comment taking me by surprise. What the fuck is he doing? I stare at Sloan in horror of what he has done. Our reputations will be trashed once the staff get wind of this. Nothing in the hospital, even sensitive matters like these, go unnoticed. We will be the talk of Penn General by lunch. Fuck.

      Susan gasps at Sloan’s confession, and so do I, because I am in shock by how forward Sloan is about our relationship. I had expected him to deny the charges and fight back against the man who would have done awful things to me if given the chance. What about our careers? What the fuck is Sloan doing?

      “I see.” Susan uncrosses her hands to sink back in her chair. Her eyes travel between us, as if deciding how to handle the situation. “So, you don’t deny having sexual relations with a surgical intern who was under your direct supervision while you were both on the clock.”

      “Ava and I are a couple. We are together. But we were not having sexual relations during our shifts.”

      At least he lied about that part. This situation is awkward enough without having to talk about all the fucking we did while we were working.

      “Dr. Sully has made several reports to our office. He claims you choked him in the on-call room on the third floor of this hospital two months ago. On several occasions, Dr. Sully has witnessed the two of you leaving the on-call room with your clothes and hair messed up. He even indicated in his report that you were holding hands a few times.”

      “What he thinks he saw and what actually happened are two different things,” Sloan says, matter-of-fact, sitting up straighter in his chair. “We were using the on-call room to change our clothes. The night I allegedly choked him, Ava brought new scrubs to me since she was off for the evening and was not expected in the O.R. until the morning. I spilled coffee on my scrubs. It’s that simple. Dr. Sully saw me leaving the room in my cap and mask, on my way to the operating room to observe a procedure. I was in a rush. When I reached the elevator bank and saw that Ava wasn’t behind me, I went back to see if there was a problem, and that’s when I found Dr. Sully sexually harassing my girlfriend. If I hadn’t come back to save her, I have no idea what would have happened to her. The person you should be investigating is this resident and not the interim Residency Program Director.”

      “It’s my job to ask questions and determine if there is any wrongdoing,” Susan says. “I can’t speak to what you saw Dr. Sully doing with Dr. Roberts, and I have no physical proof as to what you and Dr. Roberts were doing together in the on-call room.” She turns to look at Dr. Sully and says, “Do you have anything to say for yourself in regards to the allegations that you were harassing Dr. Roberts?”

      “I did nothing wrong,” he says with fire behind his words. “I went in to the on-call room to get some sleep before my next shift, and I found Dr. Roberts alone, right after she had finished having sex with Dr. Hart. I told her she was in the wrong place and to leave, but I never laid a hand on her. The allegations are nonsense. I’m a doctor, not a pervert.”

      “That’s a lie,” Sloan growls. “You have some nerve reporting a situation to HR when you were the one who was in the wrong.”

      “She wasn’t wearing a uniform,” Dr. Sully counters. “How was I supposed to know she was a doctor?”

      “That was because she was off-duty,” Sloan hisses.

      “Okay, gentlemen,” Susan says, pushing her hands out in front of her to silence them. “I think we have said enough. Dr. Sully you are free to go.”

      “What about the charges? They should be fired for breaking hospital policy.”

      “And you should be arrested,” Sloan retorts.

      “Dr. Sully, please leave,” Susan says, irritated. “I’ve heard enough from you on this matter.”

      He gets up from the table with a scowl on his face and stomps across the room, slamming the door behind him. Sloan slides his chair out from the table, as if we are also excused, but Susan stops him.

      “Dr. Hart, we are not finished here. Please stay seated.”

      “What is left to say?” He scoots his chair forward and leans his elbows onto the table. “You can’t prove what we were doing in the on-call room. There are no cameras to validate Dr. Sully’s story, and I just told you what happened. That man is disgusting. I am going to recommend his removal from the residency program. He has no business treating patients in this hospital.”

      “While I can’t do anything about the situation Dr. Sully reported to my office or the one you are complaining about, I have to speak with both of you about the nature of your relationship. As you know, hospital policy states that doctors are not allowed to have sexual relations with employees under their direct supervision.”

      “Yes, I am well aware and that is why I was going to suggest an alternative that would work best for Ava and I.”

      “What do you suggest?” Susan asks, her gaze shifting between us.

      “I have two more days as Dr. Roberts’ teacher, at which point Dr. Foster will resume his position, and I will go back to general surgery. Now that you are aware of our relationship, I understand that Dr. Roberts cannot remain on my service. But what about different shifts as an alternative?”

      “To some extent, Dr. Roberts will still be under your supervision. You’re being considered for Chief of Surgery. If Dr. Roberts wants to be a surgeon in this hospital, the two of you will eventually cross paths. We cannot allow you to work in the same department.”

      I brush my fingers along Sloan’s forearm to get his attention. “It’s okay. I can work for another doctor.”

      “No, it’s not okay, Ava. You are a surgeon. Who am I to take that away from you?”

      “If that’s true about you being up for Chief, then who am I to take that from you?”

      Sloan covers my hand with his and gives it a squeeze. At first, he doesn’t say anything, with a beat passing between us. Then, he shifts in his chair to look across the table at Susan. “A few of the doctors in this hospital are in serious, committed relationships. Some of them are married.”

      Susan closes the folder in front of her and holds Sloan’s gaze. “Yes, this is true, but they work in different departments.”

      “How would it look to investors if Penn Gen fired the daughter of Lawrence Roberts over a consenting relationship she’s having with an attending? Her father’s name goes a long way in this city and in this hospital. I’m sure you would hear from his lawyer if you even consider disciplinary action.”

      Susan holds up her hand to silence Sloan. “No one said anything about disciplinary action, Dr. Hart. Please don’t get ahead of yourself. All I am saying is that it is inappropriate to sleep with your subordinate while you are supposed to be teaching her how to become a surgeon.”

      Sloan folds his arms over his chest, his lips pursed in anger. “My relationship with Dr. Roberts has in no way disrupted her training.”

      “While that may be true, the hospital frowns upon fraternizing with employees. Allowing Dr. Roberts to take a surgery over another doctor could cause some issues with other residents who see your relationship as a threat to their training. I never said your involvement with each other was grounds for being fired.”

      Sloan pushes his chair out from the table and comes to a standing. “So, I guess we have nothing left to talk about. I will do my best to ensure I am not on the same shifts as Dr. Roberts and that our working together in no way interferes with the residency program. She will receive the same treatment as everyone else. Not that I was giving it to her. Every time I chose Dr. Roberts to scrub in with me, she had earned the right to work alongside me. I wasn’t handing it to her because of my feelings for her.”

      “Understood, Dr. Hart. I’ll speak to Dr. Foster about Dr. Roberts’ schedule, and we can plan accordingly.”

      “Can you please not tell my father about this?” I ask Susan, my voice somewhat pleading. “He would be less than thrilled if he knew any of this.”

      She gives me a quick nod, before lifting the folder in front of her from the table. As Susan exits the room, Sloan helps me up from the chair. His fingers thread between mine, sparking a wave of heat that shoots throughout my body.

      “Why would you ask her that?” Sloan’s voice is devoid of any emotion. “Are you embarrassed to be with me? Am I not good enough for your father to know we are together?”

      I scrunch my nose in confusion. “No, silly. I would rather tell my dad about us in person, over dinner at a steakhouse, not through the rumor mill. You know how fast news travels around here. He should hear it from me and with you at my side. I’m proud to call you my man, but for months, I haven’t been able to tell a soul other than Stacey. Some days, I am so overcome by emotions, all of them hitting me at once, that I want everyone to know I am with you. But our little secret had to be kept. Now, we are free to tell whoever we want.”

      “I wouldn’t tell anyone in the hospital unless they ask, especially not the first-year residents. They will all hate you and assume every surgery you get is because of me. I don’t want anyone to take away from you what you have earned.”

      I stand on my tippy toes and lean forward to kiss Sloan. He braces me by placing his hands on my shoulder, holding me against his chest, as his lips part for me. His tongue sweeps into my mouth with a fury, each movement a silent promise for more. Sloan makes love to me with his mouth, as if he’s been holding back on me after all these months. He possesses every ounce of my body, dampening my panties in the process. We stay that way for a few minutes, before Sloan peels his lips from mine, leaving me dying for air.

      “I love you, Ava,” he whispers against my lips. “Don’t ever think for one second that I gave you anything that wasn’t owed to you. I am so proud of you.”

      “Thank you.” I smile so wide my jaw hurts. “I love you, too, Doc.”

      He laughs. “You stopped calling me that a while ago. How come you’re bringing it back?”

      I shrug. “It just felt right.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      After work, I head outside and wait for Sloan at his Mercedes. I lean against the window of the sports car with my arms crossed over my chest, loving the fact we no longer have to hide our relationship. But I can’t go rubbing it anyone’s face either.

      Ten minutes after I get comfortable against his car, Sloan strolls toward me, dressed in dark scrubs that fit his muscular frame perfectly. Sloan looks like a million bucks. He looks like the next chief of surgery. Sloan oozes sex and power. And he’s all mine.

      “Hey, beautiful.” Sloan grabs the back of my head and presses his lips to mine. He invades my mouth with his tongue, showing me just how much he loves me.

      Once our lips separate, I am lightheaded. That feeling never goes away with Sloan. “Thanks for making me wet before I even get in the car.”

      He laughs. “You are always wet for me, Ava, and I love it.”

      I cannot deny what he says because it’s true. This man is a walking orgasm.

      “We really dodged a bullet earlier, huh?”

      He shrugs, reaching behind me to open the door. “If you call having our shift changed a victory, then I guess so. But I would have preferred another alternative.”

      “We had no other options, Sloan.”

      I get into the car, and he bends down to slide the seatbelt across my chest. “I’m sure we could have worked something out with human resources.”

      “We did,” I remind him.

      “It’s not the same without you on my service.” He leans forward to plant a kiss on my cheek and sinks back, still hunched over and at my eye level. “I wish things could have turned out differently for both of us, but there’s no denying that she was right. We can’t have people knowing we are together while you work under me.”

      “I’d like to be under you alright.” I wink at him. “And I don’t think we have anything to worry about. Getting caught gave me some clarity. I can learn from someone else just as much as I would have from you.”

      “We both know that’s not true,” he says with a frown. “You would have learned a lot from me, under my supervision. My biggest regret is that I took advantage of the time we had together and used it for my own selfish reasons instead of teaching the things you needed to know.”

      “I’m choosing cardio. That’s where I belong. My dad was right.”

      “If I made chief, I would still oversee surgeries. Technically, I would still be your boss.”

      I rub his jawline with my thumb and smile. “I learned plenty from you, Sloan, and I will continue to do so whether or not you are my boss. Now, get in this car. I want to go home and spend the night in bed with you.”

      He scans the parking lot with a devious look in his eyes. Then, he tugs at the strings of my scrub bottom and slips his hand down my panties. I moan when his thumb rolls over my clit and he slides two fingers inside me.

      “You weren’t lying about being wet.” Sloan licks his lips. “Fuck, Ava.”

      “What are you doing?” I tilt my head back against the seat and close my eyes, biting down on my bottom lip. “Someone could see us out here in the open.”

      “We are already out in the open. There’s nothing left to hide.” He pushes another finger inside me, causing me to scream out in pain. But the pain quickly turns to pleasure the more he works his magic on me. “Come for me, my love.” He whispers the words in my ear, his breath sending a chill through my body.

      I nod, just as my body grows warmer, the heat spreading from my cheeks to my chest. “Yes, sir.”

      The corner of his mouth turns up into a wicked smirk. “Now, do as I say and come on my fingers.”

      Closing my eyes, I allow the orgasm that rocks through my body to take over, consumed by Sloan and this moment. I moan his name, as if he is exorcizing it from my body along with my orgasm.

      “Good girl,” he says under his breath.

      I open my eyes long enough to see him give me one of his signature smirks, reminding of me of how much I love this man.
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      SLOAN

      Three Years Later

      

      “What are you doing, Sloan?” Ava gives me a pouty face as I take my tie from around my neck, cover her eyes with the silky fabric, and fasten it behind her head.

      “It’s a surprise, my love. Be patient and don’t ruin the moment, okay?”

      She smiles in response, stretching her hands out in front of her.

      “Have I ever steered you wrong? Trust me.”

      “Yes, Chief,” she deadpans.

      Over the course of the last three years, Ava and I have built a life together. I made Chief of Surgery nine months after Ava chose cardio as her specialty. While I am technically still her boss at work, we keep our distance. But I’ll always be Ava’s Chief in the bedroom.

      With my hands on her shoulders, I lead her out of our apartment and into the stairwell. She sucks in a deep breath, as though she’s nervous about where I am taking her. If anyone should be terrified of what is to come next, it should be me. But my girl worries enough for both of us.

      “Careful,” I say against the shell of her ear. “Take each step one at a time.”

      “Now that I know where you are taking me, why don’t you remove the blindfold so I don’t fall on my face.”

      “I would never let you fall, because I will always be here to catch you.”

      “Why do you have to be so…you?” she asks with laughter in her voice.

      “It’s part of my charm,” I spit back.

      Moving my hands from her shoulders to her waist, I get a firm grip on her hips and help Ava climb the stairs to the roof. Once we get there, I push open the door and guide Ava to the table I set up at the center of the roof.

      Her nose wrinkles, and then she licks her lips. “I smell food. Mmm…”

      Running my hand up her stomach, I pull her against my chest and remove my tie from her eyes. She presses her back into me, digging her ass against my cock. I wasn’t hard before, but just the thought of sex with Ava has me wanting to bend her over the circular table.

      Her eyes and mouth widen in shock once she takes in her surroundings. I had Del Frisco’s deliver steaks with all the side dishes Ava freaks over every time we go to the restaurant. It’s her father’s favorite restaurant and has been hers as well for as long as I have known her.

      “Sloan, this is so sweet. I can’t believe you did all of this for me.”

      “I would do anything for you, Ava. Anything.” I dip down to kiss her, threading my fingers through her hair. “You should know that by now.”

      Once our lips separate, I stare into her eyes, a beat passing between us. She’s still the most gorgeous woman I have laid eyes on and is the love of my life.

      “So, what’s the occasion?” she asks, surprised by what she assumes is a sudden gesture, when she is the one who doesn’t remember the importance of this day.

      “It’s the same night we met.”

      “Oh, right. But I didn’t think we were celebrating our one-night stand.”

      “We wouldn’t be standing here right now if it was just a one-night stand, now would we?”

      She rolls her eyes at me and smirks. “Well, Mr. Smarty Pants, I didn’t think we were celebrating the night we had sex. What does this make it? Our sex anniversary? Our sexiversary?”

      We both laugh at the stupid idea that I thought would be romantic. To some extent, I guess celebrating the first night we had sex is romantic for me.

      I shrug, staring out into the city that’s full of life. “I guess so. I wanted to do something special for us to remember the night. Meeting you is the best thing that has ever happened to me.”

      I press my lips to hers, taking in the scent of her vanilla lip gloss that is now on my skin. “One thing I will never regret is meeting you. I will never stop loving you. Because of you, I’m a better man.”

      Ava smiles and reaches up to plant a kiss on my cheek. Holding onto her, I steer Ava toward the chairs and help her into one. Instead of taking the seat next to Ava, I get down on one knee in front of her. She gasps when I remove the ring box from my pocket and flip the top for her to see the five-carat diamond I bought her from Tiffany’s.

      Ava covers her mouth with her hand, her eyes wide with surprise. “Oh my God. Sloan, this is…” Her words die off in her throat, as tears stream down her face.

      I pluck the ring from the box and set it on the table. Holding the ring with one hand, I take Ava’s hand in the other, pinning her down with one look.

      She locks onto me and flashes a bright smile that lights up her beautiful face. Even though she looks as though she wants to say something, Ava keeps her mouth shut. For once. I was afraid she would get more nervous than me and ask a million questions or ramble on about something to distract me. Ava has a habit of doing that when she’s anxious. But it’s one of the things I love most about her. All of her quirks are what had drawn me to her in the first place. And those subtle imperfections are what has made me love her even more.

      “You came into my life when I least expected it and turned my world upside down. I never thought a hook-up in an on-call room would turn into something real, but it did. What we have is special. My life is better because you are in it. Will you marry me?”

      She nods, sobbing, and wipes the tears from her face with the back of her hand. I slip the ring onto her finger and then reach up to help her dry the tears. “Yes, of course I will marry you.” Ava fans herself, her cheeks growing redder by the second.

      “You will make a beautiful bride. I can’t wait for you to be my wife.”

      Ava runs her thumb along the stubble on my jaw and stares into my eyes. “I forgot to tell you something.”

      I get up from the ground and sit in the chair next to Ava, still holding her hand. “What’s that?”

      “Happy sexiversary.” She chuckles.

      I shake my head and laugh at her. “I was trying to be romantic by remembering the night we met. I guess I should have picked another day, huh? Who celebrates the anniversary of when they first had sex?”

      “This is perfect. If I hadn’t been so reckless the night I met you, we wouldn’t be here right now.”

      “Now that I know you, I am even more thankful that you lowered your guard with me. It was fate when you walked into that conference room for orientation.”

      “I guess it was. Best and worst day of my life. I was so sure I would get kicked out of the residency program or have to switch hospitals.”

      “As much as I wanted to resist you, I never would have let that happen.”

      “I love you,” she mouths and I say it back to her. Three words I never meant more in my life.

      I never want to let Ava go. From the moment we met, I felt a special connection to the quirky raven-haired girl. Instead of the one-night stand I had wanted, I got so much more. My life feels complete, all because I took a chance, broke my rules, and allowed Ava into my heart.
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      SLOAN

      Four years later

      

      “Sloan, I did it. I’m a member.”

      I spin around in the crowded hall to see Ava running toward me. She’s wearing navy scrubs and a white lab coat that now reads Dr. Hart over her left breast. She lunges herself into my arms, holding a paper in her hand and an envelope in the other.

      “You are looking at the newest member of the American Board of Thoracic Surgery. All of that hard work paid off.” She kisses me on the cheek, and I set her down on the floor in front of me.

      I take the letter she shoves in my face and study every word, unable to contain my excitement for her. “They would have been stupid not to want you. You earned this. I am so proud of you, baby.”

      “What can I say? I had a great teacher.” She winks at me with a smile on her beautiful face.

      I smirk. “You were a good student.”

      After finishing her seventh year as a resident at Penn General, Ava was finally eligible to become board certified in thoracic surgery. There was never a doubt in my mind that she would pass the board certification. She followed in her father’s footsteps in every way.

      It took Ava’s dad a while to accept the outspoken Chief of Surgery as his son-in-law, and even though we almost never see eye to eye, he’s welcomed me into their family with open arms ever since the wedding. I married Ava in the hotel where we met, which had no meaning to anyone but us. It was the perfect location for our big day.

      “Why don’t we celebrate over dinner tonight? We can go to that wine bar you like and get a nice bottle of red to go with our steak.”

      “I can’t,” she says.

      “Why not? Your shift ends in an hour. I’ll be done by six.”

      “There’s something else I have to tell you,” she confesses. Ava slips her fingers between mine and peeks up at me with those big, blue eyes that make me forget everything around us.

      “You’d rather celebrate in the on-call room?” I wiggle my eyebrows at her, and she laughs.

      “Yes, but that’s not what I wanted to tell you.” Ava takes my hand and holds it over her stomach. “I had Stacey run my labs at lunch. You’re going to be a father, Sloan.”

      My mouth widens in shock. Even though we still have sex as much as when we first met, I wasn’t expecting Ava to drop this bomb on me. At first, I’m not sure how I feel about it until I allow myself to absorb everything. “You’re pregnant.”

      She nods.

      “I’m going to be a father,” I say, repeating her words, still stunned by the news.

      “Can you believe it? Everything is coming together all at once.”

      I bend down to kiss her on the lips, holding her tight against my chest. As much as I want to cry on the inside, I push back my happy tears. I was an only child, left parentless after my mother’s death. I had never given children much thought because of my upbringing. But I want kids, something I never realized until Ava told me I am about to become a father.

      “We’re going to have another doctor in the family,” I choke out. “I know just the medical set to get our baby. The same one my mom got me.”

      She hugs me again and rests her head on my chest. “Another Dr. Hart. I like the sound of that.”

      “I love it,” I admit. “I love you.”

      “I love you, too, Sloan.”

      Lowering my voice to a whisper, I guide Ava to the opposite side of the hallway, closer to our favorite spot in the building. “Paging Dr. Hart! You’re wanted in the on-call room.”

      She peeks up at me, the corners of her mouth turned up into a smile. “Our kid better not even think about doing this.”

      “Are you joking? Our kid will never be allowed out of the house. No way would I want my daughter to go sneaking around with a doctor to have sex in the on-call room.”

      “You know, the apple doesn’t fall too far from the tree in the Roberts family.”

      “You’re a Hart now, but let’s hope for a boy,” I say, dragging her in the on-call room. “Just in case.”

      Once our lips meet, I reach behind Ava and lock the door, not giving a damn if everyone in the hospital can hear us.
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      DEAN

      Freshman Year

      

      For the first time in my life, I am afraid to talk to a girl. And not just any girl. Kat is the daughter of Nick Baldwin, the professional hockey player I have idolized for most of my life. I still have NHL posters of her dad on the walls in my bedroom back home. Her father is the reason I wanted to become a hockey player, and now, I am stalking her.

      My teammates laughed at me, told me I was crazy for seeking out Kat. When I’d heard that Nick’s daughter made the women’s ice hockey team at Strickland University, I had to see for myself if she lives up to the Baldwin name. She doesn’t disappoint, not even a little bit. In fact, Kat might be a faster skater than her dad.

      Kat skates down the ice, with a few girls in tow, switching the puck to her right, as she the winger comes up on her left side. They collide against the boards, scrambling for the puck. With a front-row seat to the action, I get up from my chair and lean into the Plexiglas, watching Kat fight to keep possession of the puck. She elbows one of the girls in the jaw, but the official doesn’t catch it.

      I laugh. While Kat has her father’s skating and puck-handling abilities, she has her older brother’s scrappiness. Duke and Austin Baldwin are two of the best defensive players in the NHL. I see a lot of her brothers in Kat. Even from the stands, I am in awe of her, smiling at the thought of meeting her.

      After the game ends, I wait by the rink entrance for Kat as the Strickland Senators smack the hands of their opponents. Kat was the sole reason for this win at home. She dominated every second she was on the ice.

      Wiping my sweaty palms down the front of my jeans, I call out to Kat, who narrows her eyes at me. I hold up my index finger and gesture for her to come over to me.

      She rolls her eyes but follows my request.

      “Hey,” I manage to say before she interrupts my train of thought.

      “Did you just beckon me?” She rips off her gloves and holds them against her navy-and-white jersey.

      “Umm…I guess so.” I shove my hands into my pockets to dry them off.

      Why is she making me so damn anxious? I wasn’t even this nervous when I tried out for the varsity hockey team.

      “I’m not a puck bunny or your beckon call girl. You don’t point your finger at me and expect me to come running over.”

      The corners of my mouth turn up into a wicked grin. “But you did.”

      “No, don’t do that.” She shakes her head. “Does that smirk normally work for you?”

      Thrown off by her question and the awful turn that this conversation is taking, I have no idea how to respond. From watching her play, I knew she would be a no bullshit kind of girl, yet I treated her as if she were some puck bunny hanging out after one of my games.

      Total dick move.

      “Yeah, I guess it does,” I admit, holding out my less sweaty hand. “I’m Dean Crawford, the starting center for the men’s team.”

      “I know who you are, Dean. Your reputation precedes you.”

      “Is that a good or bad thing?”

      She shrugs. “Depends if we’re talking about hockey or your extracurricular activities.”

      “This is not how I was hoping this would go,” I confess.

      She chuckles. “You had this all planned out? I thought you were a ladies man. I have to say I’m not that impressed.”

      “Oh, yeah. Why is that?” I try to hide my smile and fail.

      “You’re not as smooth as I thought you would be.”

      “At least you know who I am.”

      “C’mon, Baldwin,” her coach yells from behind her on her way into the locker room. “Let’s get a move on.”

      Kat glances over her shoulder and says okay, before turning her focus back to me. “I have to go. Is there something you wanted?”

      I’ve never had this issue with women. Most of the girls on campus throw themselves at my teammates and me. “I wanted to meet you.”

      She huffs. “Are you one of my dad’s fanboys? I don’t have time for that shit. Do you know how many guys talk to me every week because of my dad and brothers?”

      “I won’t lie to you. Your dad is the reason I came here today, but your talent is what kept me watching.”

      Her face lights up with a genuine smile. “Now, you’re just trying to flatter me.”

      “Is it working?” I wiggle my eyebrows at her.

      “I don’t know,” she groans. “Maybe.”

      “What are you doing later?”

      “I might hang out with my friend at the SAC.” She bites down on her bottom lip as if I’m the one who is making her nervous. “We play air hockey up on the third floor if you want to come.”

      Then, it hits me that she thinks I’m asking her on a date when that wasn’t my intention. Kat is beautiful that much I can tell beneath the helmet that covers her blonde hair and the layers of gear that fill out her frame. But I wasn’t even thinking that far ahead. Despite my reputation, I don’t sleep around as much as everyone thinks. I don’t correct the people spreading the rumors either. So, I suppose that is my fault.

      “Well, I guess I will see you in the game room.”

      “Okay.” She smiles one last time before she turns away from me. “See ya later, Dean. Don’t think for one second that I will let you win just because I’m a girl.”

      I laugh in response. “Girl or not, I wouldn’t expect that from a Baldwin.”

      She glances over her shoulder at me and winks.

      Kat is everything I had imagined and more. Girls like her don’t come along that often. She has me so intrigued that I panic all over again at the thought of hanging out with her outside the rink. As I watch Kat leave, my heart pounds in my chest. I am in trouble.
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